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seasons several times. 
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Earth (or more accurately Earth II). 

Sadly, no such continuation arrived. 

Therefore, after a lot of thought and plenty of time planning a storyline, / 
decided to set about writing one myself. 

I hope you like it. 
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Spoiler alert 


This is your final warning: 

Being a continuation of the reimagined Battlestar Galactica television series, this 

book contains references, plot details 
and twists from the series. 

If you intend to watch the four seasons of BSG, I would highly recommend you 

do so before continuing. 



Prologue 

All of this has happened before. 

Life here began out there. Humanity's ancestral home 
world was not, as most people think Earth, but rather a 
distant planet from our own called Kobol. Here twelve 
indigenous tribes naturally evolved and prospered for 
thousands of years. 

In the mythology surrounding the origins of humanity, it 
was said that their Gods, The Lords of Kobol, lived in 
harmony among them, guiding their development and 
nourishing their culture. 

As their civilisation flourished, their technology 
matured. They developed autonomous technology and 
eventually robots to assist with their daily life. They named 
these robots Cylon, an abbreviation of Cybernetic Lifeform 
Node . 

Slowly, over hundreds of years, the Cylons evolved; 
creating their own humanoid bodies and leaving their 
mechanical origins behind. 

Finally, craving control of their own destiny and 
independence from their human creators, they left Kobol to 
establish their own home-world colony on a planet called 
Earth. Here, free from the influence of their human 
counterparts, they were in control of their own future. 

As time progressed upon Kobol, technology caught up 
with the indigenous tribes. Internal conflicts caused disputes 
to rage, and as tensions flared, fighting broke out. 

Deserted by their Gods, Kobol quickly fell into 
destruction forcing humanity to flee the surface in search of 
new homes. 

Eventually they colonised twelve separate planets: 
Aerilon; Aquaria; Canceron; Caprica; Gemenon; Leonis; 
Libran; Picon; Sagittaron; Scorpia; Tauron, and Virgon. 



With digital records from Kobol forever lost in the war, 
the history of the twelve tribes, together with the thirteenth 
tribe's home on Earth, were all but forgotten over the 
centuries that followed. Eventually the planets achieved a 
mythical status amongst the population of the twelve 
colonies, only ever mentioned in religious writings and 
folklore. 

As with Kobol before them, the colonies prospered for 
two thousand years, until history sadly started to repeat 
itself. Advancements in technology and a wish for 
automation caused humanity to once again invent the 
Cylons. 

While life was thriving on the colonies, the humanoid 
Cylons on Earth also re-created mechanical Cylons to assist 
with their lifestyles. Conflicts between the mechanical and 
humanoid factions soon arose, culminating in a devastating 
nuclear conflict. 

Only five humanoid Cylons managed to flee the 
holocaust that ensued. Secretly, they downloaded their 
consciousness into new cloned bodies they had prepared 
aboard an orbiting spaceship. 


The cycle of destruction continued. The Cylons of the 
colonies rebelled against their makers and a violent war 
broke out between the two sides, which raged for twelve 
years before an armistice was eventually reached. 

While this armistice was being agreed upon, the five 
Cylons from Earth secretly helped their mechanical distant 
relatives to develop their own humanoid bodies, creating 
seven new models, bringing the total to twelve in all. 

The armistice remained in place for over forty years, 
during which no one heard from the Cylons, until the day 
came when they without warning launched a surprise attack 
on the colonies obliterating them. The only survivors of the 



onslaught were those already aboard spaceships at the time 
of the attack. 

Led by a lone surviving Battlestar - the Galactica, a 
disorganised fleet of ships opted to leave the colonies 
behind forever, in search of the mythical thirteenth colony 
on Earth, believing it to be human. Thus seeking to secure 
the continuation of their species. 

For four years, the Cylon forces pursued the fleet 
relentlessly, attacking at every possible opportunity. 

Undeterred, after much turmoil and loss, the remains of 
humanity eventually discovered the location of Earth, only 
to find that it too had been destroyed in a war some two 
thousand years before. 

As the fighting between humanity and the Cylons 
reached its climax, a human-Cylon hybrid child called Hera 
was born. She alone held the key to the future. However, her 
birth caused an internal rift between the Cylon models. 
Some argued for continuing the war, while others chose to 
join forces with the humans. 

150,000 years ago, guided by an unknown force, the 
fragile coalition was led to a planet where humanity had 
once again spontaneously evolved. 

Together with the indigenous, pre-technology humans, 
the survivors populated this new world, naming it after the 
thirteenth colony; Earth. 
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2021 

At only twenty-four, John Larson felt privileged to be 
working for such a prestigious company as London 
Cybernetics, even if he was just another mathematician, one 
of the workhorses. That did not worry him in the slightest. 
He had a foot in the door and intended to rise quickly 
through the business ranks. It was always good to have a 
plan and he had been busy following his for the last five 
years. 

London Cybernetics had grown out of a London based 
software company, Busi-Soft, which had been started by two 
college friends, Rachel Jones and Jeremy Horne back in the 
early 1990's. After a rather slow and shaky start, they had 
finally made a name for themselves. 

Within six years, the company had taken over the 
global market in the production of specialised business 
software, tailored to the individual needs of their clients, 
both private, corporate and the military. 

By 2015, now renamed London Cybernetics and 
relocated to Canary Wharf, they were pioneering research 
into artificial intelligence, with the development of their own 
highly advanced software system. 

Although not widely known to the general public, their 
software based A.I. had been networked into several high- 
end business solutions around the globe. Their global 
clientele took full advantage of the ability to process 
information more quickly and efficiently than their 
competitors, earning London Cybernetics respect amongst 
the worldwide tech industry. 

John had read mathematics at Cambridge University, 
eventually earning a double PhD in Applied Mathematics 



and Theoretical Physics, with top distinction. 

Such a high-level university education was new to his 
family, who were of a rather humble background. His parents 
were both teachers in the Comprehensive School system, his 
mother was a Physics teacher, while his father taught 
Mathematics. 

That was where John's interest in mathematics had 
started at an early age. It was a subject he found easy to 
understand. All you really had to do was follow the rules and 
slowly the pieces would fit together. For him, the pieces fell 
easily into place, and sometimes he felt as though they did 
it all by themselves without his assistance. 

Wanting to provide him with the best possible 
education, his parents had taken out a second mortgage on 
their house and used just about all their savings to help pay 
for his university fees. It was something he was determined 
to pay them back for. 

John was a normal looking guy, not really the typical 
nerd type. He was just under six-foot-tall, slimly built with 
short black hair, brown eyes and wore thin metal-rimmed 
glasses. 

As long as he steered clear of mathematics, he could 
easily hold a conversation, and over the last few years had 
dated several girls. Currently though he was single, and that 
suited him fine. He did not really have time for a 
relationship; his career was taking up most of it, not to 
mention all his energy. 

The job at London Cybernetics had been an opportunity 
too good to refuse, especially for someone so recently out of 
university. It was a chance to work on the cutting edge of 
technology. This was something he was openly enthusiastic 
about. As far as he was concerned, this kind of technology 
was an integral part humanity's future. 

London Cybernetics, or LC as it was more commonly 
referred to, was currently working on the next generation of 



artificial intelligence, something far beyond the A.I. 
interfaces people were used to on their smartphones. 

Once the technology was perfected, LC predicted it 
would change the face of the computer world, if not the 
world in general. The goal was to create computers that 
were so much more than the pocket assistants currently 
available. Computers you could really talk to. It was a 
process that they had been working hard on for the last 
couple of years. 

The team John was working for was tasked with writing 
the algorithms that would be the basis for the A.i.'s system. 
They would control its very thought process and become the 
foundation of its artificial 'brain'. 

John was very good at algorithms. The theoretical side 
of mathematics had been his passion throughout his 
university years. It was something he excelled at and now 
here in 2021, only a year after starting at LC, he was making 
a quite a mark for himself. 

For the last three months, he had been working on the 
system's core algorithm. He thought of it as the soul of the 
A.I. Now completed, his algorithm would hold everything 
together. It would bind all the infrastructure, network the 
systems, interacting at a higher level of intelligence than 
had previously been thought possible. It would become the 
ground-stone of the A.I. 

The initial concept behind it had come to him in a 
daydream. He had been staring out of the window on a wet 
Sunday afternoon, watching the droplets of water run down 
the glass and appreciating the randomness of them, when 
things suddenly became clear to him. In a flash of 
inspiration, he knew how to improve the A.i.'s intelligence. 
He knew what had to be done to achieve their goal. 

Reaching immediately for a notepad, he had begun 
jotting down numbers and equations, trying to capture his 
thoughts while they were still fresh in his head. By the time 



he had gone to bed that evening, he already had a basic 
concept forming in front of him. 

John's only concern was, at what level of intelligence 
the A.I. should exist. At what point would it be too much? 
Pop-culture had over the previous decades painted a 
daunting picture surrounding the creation of artificial 
intelligence. 

He just wanted to make a better world for everyone. A 
world where dangerous jobs were carried out by machines, 
protecting countless lives. A world where artificial 
intelligence and humans could coexist as equals, but that 
day was a long way off. 'One step at a time', he thought. 

Currently he had two algorithms he had been working 
on. The first official one was complete, and once it was 
verified by others in the company, it would give the A.I. a 
commercially viable intelligence level. He was sure of that. It 
would be able to interact with people on a personal level 
and to think for itself (within certain parameters). It would 
appear to be a living, sentient being. 

His second algorithm though, needed quite a lot more 
work. He was not even completely sure if he would continue 
with it. It was a much more theoretical version than the first, 
and it scared him more than anything else ever had. The 
implications of it were huge. 

If completed and if it worked as he expected, the A.I. 
would quite possibly be conscious and self-aware. 

7s the world ready for such a machine? What would the 
machine do, once it was conscious?' he wondered. 

Currently this second algorithm only existed in John's 
leather-bound private notebook, which was safely stored at 
his home where no one would accidentally view it. 



It was a series of unfinished scribblings, all expanding 
upon a basic theory, laid out in his first algorithm. Spread 
out over ten to fifteen pages it was the culmination of 
months of painstaking work. 

'Maybe I should leave it unfinished', he thought 
absently, We may never be ready for such a machine.' 

Besides, it was something he would have to think about 
at a later stage. With the first algorithm complete, there 
would be a great deal of work to do in the coming months. 
Once verified, a way would have to be found to implement it 
into an existing A.I. system. 


The workload, as expected, increased twofold over the 
following six months. His team were all working overtime, 
running on a minimum sleep and heaps of extra strong 
coffee. There were no complaints though. They all were after 
all, temperamentally similar to John and all had a hunger to 
see the project completed. 

Like John, once they had a problem running around in 
their heads, it was extremely difficult to let it go and relax. 
Even at night, laying in the darkness of his bedroom, John 
could see the numbers and equations flashing before his 
eyes. His mind could not shut it off completely, not that he 
really wanted to. 

As his portion of the algorithm was the keystone to the 
whole system, he had been given the job of presenting it at 
LC. Although daunting, he accepted the task openly and was 
looking forward to it, in an apprehensive sort of way. 
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It was a cold, cloudy day in late November when the 
day of the presentation finally arrived. The sun had not been 
able to break through the clouds for the last month and a 
hard wind had set in from the north. It bit at your face when 
you were outside, making your skin feel as though it was 
turning to ice, forcing you to cower behind scarves and thick 
winter coats. 

Not that John had been outside much recently. Most of 
his days and nights had been spent behind his array of 
monitor screens, checking, and rechecking his numbers. 

7 hope this is not some kind of omen', he thought that 
morning, looking up at the dark-grey clouds looming 
overhead, as he walked to the underground station for the 
short trip to his office. 

No, he reassured himself. What he was doing would 
improve the life quality for a lot of people. It was going to be 
a good thing. It had to be! 

This was John's chance to shine, his opportunity to show 
the company just how good he was at his work. If all went 
well, his algorithm would be used in the A.I., and he might 
just end up getting a promotion. That would suit him fine, as 
he had no intention of remaining a workhorse forever. 

He had spent the previous day setting things up in the 
conference room, making sure there would be no mistakes. A 
mishap now could cost him everything, including his job. He 
had been very methodical, leaving no margin for error; even 
his backup had backups, which in turn had their own remote 
backup. 

The plan was to show a select few colleagues and 
superiors his algorithm, whilst explaining its inner workings 
on a simple easy to comprehend level. He did not want to 
confuse top management with too much jargon. They were 



more interested in the financial prospects than the actual 
workings of the system. That was typical for most private 
tech companies. 

After his introduction, he would give a brief 
demonstration on a specially prepared laptop, comparing 
the existing technology to his new enhanced version. 

As people filed into the room that morning, John 
realised just how few of then he knew at London 
Cybernetics. He had been too busy to take part in the social 
events. That was something he would need to change. He 
would not get far in the company if he could not interact 
with his colleagues on a social level as well. 

His superiors were dressed, as they always were, in 
suites and ties. His colleagues were somewhat less formal. 
That was how it was with computer types, although most of 
them had somehow managed to find a shirt to wear for the 
meeting, even if some of them were not particularly well 
ironed. 

One woman in particular, standing discretely amongst 
the gathered crowd, caught his eye. She was rather tall with 
a slender figure to match, and had slightly wavy platinum 
blonde shoulder length hair, surrounding deep blue eyes. 
She was wearing a long red dress, which looked out of place 
for the conference room, and he had to admit, she looked 
rather stunning. 

Looking straight at him, her gaze was penetrating his. 
All the while, her face revealed a somewhat worried 
expression. 

John had never seen her before, but again that did not 
surprise him too much. There was however something about 
her. She looked familiar; John almost felt as though he 
should know her. Maybe he was just attracted to her; she 
was after all, very captivating. 

Putting this thought to one side, he focussed his 
attention on the upcoming presentation again. Looking 



down and checking the laptop in front of him one more time, 
he knew he was as ready as he could ever be. 

Once all were seated, he took a sip of ice-cold water 
from a glass bottle on the podium and then, placing it back 
upon its coaster, started his prepared, well-edited 
introduction. 

To start with, he explained the basis for his work and 
how he had applied his expertise in mathematics, to solve 
the problematic issues of simulated artificial intelligence. 

The screen behind him kept changing images to 
accompany his speech, eventually showing his hand-written 
notes before settling on a digital copy of a core section of his 
algorithm. The full version would be too much to show, from 
a graphical viewpoint. Filling the screen with a mathematical 
equation would serve no purpose. 

He could tell from the look on the gathered crowd's 
faces that a lot of people in the room did not really 
understand it, especially management. That was not 
surprising, he had expected it and was prepared to give a 
'dumbed down' explanation. 

John could not help noticing the woman in the red dress 
once more. By the look on her face, he knew she instantly 
understood what he was talking about: knew its implication. 
Her gaze was fixed on the screen as she mouthed something 
he could not quite catch, but which he was sure was an 
expletive. 

John continued with his presentation, explaining in 
more detail how his algorithm worked, what it did and how it 
would advance the A.I. performance; all the time aware of 
the blonde woman's deep blue eyes upon him. 

As his introduction drew to a close, it was time for a 
demonstration. 'This is it, make or break time', he thought. 
Using the laptop on the podium, he had a brief 
'conversation' with the preinstalled system A.I., showing 
where the currently available technology was. 

He had chosen his dialogue extremely carefully, to 
demonstrate the limitations of the current A.i.'s system and 



its inability to comprehend everyday spoken language 
correctly. Soon, as he had expected, it started giving some 
peculiar answers, showing it had not really understood the 
question. The gathered crowd laughed at this, as he had 
hoped. It was always good to include just a little humour 
into an otherwise very technical presentation. 

'Ok', he said to himself, drawing the segment to a close 
and looking back up at the gathered faces, 'let's get this 
show really started.' 

As people watched on the large screen behind him, he 
accessed the A.i.'s source code and removed about ten lines 
of code, replacing it with sixty-one new lines containing his 
algorithm. With the source code prepared and saved in a 
folder on the desktop in advance, it was merely a copy and 
paste job. 

Once he was finished, he rebooted the system software 
and waited for a nerve-racking minute, until the laptop was 
up and running again. Yes, he had backups, but it was so 
much more impressive if it worked first time. 

Looking up at the gathered crowd again, he smiled 
briefly and announced, 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the next generation 
of artificial intelligence. I call her Evelyn." Evelyn had been 
his grandmother's name. A kind and caring lady on his 
mother's side, who had devoted her life to her teaching job 
and her family, she had sadly passed away ten years ago at 
the age of 87, after a long-term illness. John had been very 
fond of her and to this day, he had a photo of her on the wall 
at home. 

Turning once again to the laptop he asked, “Hello 
Evelyn, how are you today?" 

Evelyn replied instantly, in a much too mechanical 
voice, which John expected they could fix at a later stage, 

“Hello John, I am fine, thank you. How are you? I am 
very happy to be here." 



John continued talking with Evelyn for a few minutes, 
returning to many of the same questions he had asked 
before. This time, however, there were no peculiar answers 
and no laughter. Evelyn performed as expected. Of course 
she did, John knew she would. The gathered crowd broke 
into a spontaneous applause. The presentation was a 
success! 

Pleased with his own performance John looked around 
the room and found the only one not clapping was the 
blonde-haired woman. Instead, she looked very worried, if 
not just a little sad. 

Over the next ten minutes, John invited various 
members of management up to the front to talk with Evelyn, 
proving that the system truly worked as he had said, and 
that it was not just some form of prearranged trickery. 

After about forty-five minutes, he was finished. He had 
sold their concept and judging from the reactions, London 
Cybernetics had bought it. 

Mingling with his colleagues after the presentation, he 
looked for the attractive woman in the red dress. He wanted 
to ask her about her understanding of his algorithm and why 
she had looked so concerned, but she was nowhere to be 
found. Only a couple of others present had even noticed her 
there, and none of them had any idea who she was. 
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2023 

Over the fifteen months since the presentation, John's 
team had ironed out the remaining small bugs and problems 
in the A.I. and had prepared their product ready for public 
launch. This was going to put London Cybernetics on the 
world map. 

He had been promoted to 'Head of Artificial Intelligence 
Development, HAID' and was now in charge of a team of 
about fifty specialists. A strange mixture of mathematicians, 
computer programmers and electrical experts, together with 
a small group from public relations as well as a small team 
from LC's legal department. 

Although the software and algorithm now worked 
exceptionally well, his team had been busy inventing a 
whole new hardware system to accommodate the A.I. Even 
though the presentation seemed to have worked flawlessly, 
it quickly became apparent that normal computer circuitry 
was too limiting and slow to fully embrace Evelyn's 
potential. It was a serious setback which had stalled the 
project in its path, delaying the release for another five 
months. 

John's team worked around the clock, searching for a 
solution, but kept coming up empty handed. Overtime, the 
atmosphere in the department became rather despondent, 
with many of his team fearing a cancellation of the project. 

The breakthrough finally came in a form of synthetic 
organic-based CPU and memory storage system, which with 
its two hemispheres, mimicked the human brain very closely. 
It was however, considerably larger than a human brain. 

The irony of the invention was that it was in fact, the 
Evelyn laptop that was fundamental in the creation and 
development of the brain. 



It took another six weeks to get a prototype produced 
and bench tested. Then finally, once everything was ready, 
Evelyn was downloaded into it, transferring her from the 
laptop to a workstation in a secure room at the company 
headquarters. 

The effects were outstanding, far greater than originally 
predicted. Her IQ rating was up to 48% and her reaction 
time had quadrupled. Now they were almost ready for an 
official release. There were just a few more pieces of the 
puzzle to be arranged. 



4 


John had all but given up trying to find the mysterious 
lady he had seen at the presentation. He had made a few 
subtle enquiries around the company, but no one seemed to 
know who she was or what position she held. He started to 
wonder if he would ever find out who she was. 

Then one morning she entered the lift as he was on his 
way up to a meeting with the company management on the 
tenth floor. There was so much he wanted to talk with her 
about, so many questions he had to ask her, but as his 
meeting was about to start in five minutes, he had very little 
time. 

“I saw you at my presentation," he commented, "you 
seemed to understand my algorithm a lot more than the 
others in the room. Who are you? What do you do here at 
LC?" 

The woman turned her head slowly to look straight at 
him, her blues eyes entrancing him in the process. 

"We have a certain interest in your work here, John. We 
find it... worrying. Have you by any chance tried expanding 
on your algorithm?" It was obviously a rhetorical question. 

John was caught totally off-guard. No one even knew 
about his second algorithm. It was his pet project, kept well 
out of sight. He had not even had the chance to look at it for 
ages, figuring he would have more time later, after the 
launch of Evelyn. His face must have given something away 
as she continued. 

"I'll take that as a yes. John, you need to listen to me 
very carefully. You must discontinue your calculations and 
destroy any other work you've been doing on the A.I. It's a 
very dangerous path you're heading down, one that can 
only end in pain and suffering." 

The lift pinged and the doors opened wide. As she 
stepped out onto the dark blue carpeted hallway she added, 
without looking back, 



"All of this has happened before!" and promptly walked 
off down the corridor. 

John stood in a stunned silence as the lift doors closed 
again, wishing he had stepped out and followed her. 

'Who is she? What is so dangerous? How had she 
known about the second algorithm?' What really puzzled 
him most though, were her words as she had stepped out of 
the lift. 

As he continued upwards, he realised he now had even 
more questions in his head than before. 'What did she 
mean? What has happened before?' 

Unfortunately, he did not have time to think about it at 
the time. He had a meeting to go to and had to focus his 
thoughts on it. He could investigate the woman later. Maybe 
he could track her down somehow. 

The doors to the lift opened again as he reached the 
tenth floor and he instantly felt privileged to be there. Not 
many employees got the chance to walk these halls. 

In front of him was a large foyer with cream walls on 
either side, and a solid oak floor. To the left and right were 
black leather sofa groups, and directly in front of him was an 
oak receptionists' desk. Behind it hung two large portraits of 
London Cybernetics' co-founders, Rachel Jones and Jeremy 
Horne, both of whom were still heavily involved in the 
running of the company. 

John walked up to the receptionist, a red-haired lady in 
her thirties who was wearing, as always, a wireless headset. 
She smiled upon seeing him, 

"Good morning John. They are expecting you in room 
1007." 

John smiled back, "Thank you Julia. It's always a 
pleasure to see you!" John wondered briefly if she ever 
actually went home. In all the time he had been with LC, he 
had never seen the reception desk without her. Walking to 



the right of her, he made his way to the glass door of the 
meeting room. 

A group of six people were already gathered, waiting for 
John's arrival. Various laptops were spread out across the 
large wooden table, one of which was coupled to the 
enormous flat screen monitor, which hung on the left wall. 

John opened the heavy glass door and with a smile, 
greeted the others before taking his seat. 

As the meeting began, they started going over the 
updated release plans. The official release of their A.I. 
system, 'Eve' as she was now called, was in only a month. 
Although they felt as though they were just about ready, 
there was still quite a bit of work to be done. They were 
certain though, that they were going to take the world by 
storm. 

Security was still a main issue. The only people within 
the company who knew about the pending release had been 
at the presentation, and it was of upmost importance they 
keep it that way. Not even the receptionist, knew what the 
meeting was really about. It was their closest guarded 
secret. 

John's team had prepared all documentation and 
graphics in-house. No subcontractors were allowed any 
information regarding Eve. 

The only complete digital copy of the algorithm outside 
of the Evelyn computer, was stored in a manually locked 
fireproof safe in the cellar. Only two people in the whole 
company had access to it. John was one of them, the other 
being LC's president. Likewise, all of Johns' written 
documentation was in a separate safe. 

The greatest fear was obviously, industrial espionage. If 
a competitor managed to get hold of the system and release 
it before them, months of hard work and not to mention, a 
substantial monetary investment would be lost. 



The meeting lasted for three hours and although John 
was involved all the way through, his mind kept wandering 
back to the encounter in the lift. He felt compelled to find 
out more information about the blonde lady. 

Once they were finished, John went straight down to the 
employment department, which was nothing more than a 
small office on the third floor. He was determined to try to 
find out who this woman was. Surely there must be a record 
of her employment. 

The office was dimly lit with stacks of paperwork all over 
the place, something John found amusing considering they 
were well into the digital age. 

'Who on Earth still keeps paper records?' he asked 
himself as he looked around at the mess. 

The secretary looked up sceptically at him, half-smiling, 
as he explained what he wanted. 

"So, let me see if I've understood you correctly", she 
commented. "You don't know this woman's name, or even 
which department she works for. In fact, all you do know is 
that she is blonde and walks around in a red dress!" 

This was without doubt the strangest request she had 
ever had in the ten years she had been employed at LC. 
Typing on the computer keyboard in front of her, she set the 
search parameters and pressed enter A few seconds later, 
they had a list of all female employees in the company 
within John's estimation of the woman's age; there were 
seventy-six of them worldwide. 

John sat next to her as she scrolled slowly down through 
the list of photos until finally, they reached the last entry. 
Nothing! She was not there. 'How can that be?' John 
thought, 'How can she not be on the list?' 

"Maybe she was a guest," the secretary offered as a 
suggestion, not knowing what else to say. 

"Yeah, maybe she was..." he replied trailing off. 



He knew though that was not possible. No guest would 
have had access to his presentation, let alone be able to 
take the lift and walk freely around the office building 
without an escort. That was not how things worked here. 

As he returned to his desk, John wondered if he should 
contact security. Surely, they must have caught her on their 
CCTV system. Yet what would he tell them? Was she a 
danger to the company? If she were trying to steal the 
algorithm or the A.I. system, why would she have waited so 
many months? 

She obviously had some sort of understanding as to 
how it worked. He had seen the look on her face at the 
presentation. If she could wander the corridors of London 
Cybernetics without being challenged, then she could easily 
gain access to a lot of the work. 

The only copy of his algorithm may well be locked away 
for safekeeping, but there was still the version in the Evelyn 
computer. Gaining access to that was not impossible once 
you had access to the building. 

No, he did not think she was out to steal their work, but 
that left him with so many unanswered questions. In 
addition, he still could not get away from the gut feeling 
that he knew her from somewhere. 
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Tuesday the 21st of March 2023 

The announcement today was going to be huge, and 
would most likely be listed in the history books alongside 
the Wright brother's first flight, and Neil Armstrong's giant 
leap for mankind. 

They don't get bigger than this!' John told himself, 
This is a world changer.' 

All the hard work and the excruciating long hours had 
finally paid off. London Cybernetics was about to become a 
forerunner in the technology world. Today they would 
surpass all the leading computer and technology companies. 

An interest campaign had been started a few weeks 
earlier with subtle advertising, and well-planned titbits on 
social media, which had caught the interest of the tech 
press. All the right people knew an announcement was 
going to be made, but none of them knew what it was about. 
Speculation had been running wild for days, with everything 
from holograms to a new concept for mobile devices being 
predicted. 

One internet-site had even gone as far as publishing 
what it called the 'leaked plans' for the new mobile design. 
John had found that article particularly amusing as it had 
been his suggestion to create the design plans, as a smoke 
screen to hide the true nature of the presentation. The 
details had been sketched up over the last few weeks and 
allowed to be leaked. 

Various other news agencies, particularly the financial 
press, were predicting that London Cybernetics was going to 
announce a merger with another company; Apple was top of 
the list of suspects. 



The auditorium was filled with members of the press as 
well as invited guests. Those unable to find a seat stood 
shoulder to shoulder at the sides. A low murmur of 
anticipation echoed around the large room, as reporters 
continued their predictions. 

As the lights dimmed precisely on time, the crowd fell 
silent and the large video screen at the back of the stage 
sprung into life. The only other sound in the auditorium was 
the subdued clicking on laptops, as bloggers relayed the 
event to the rest of the world in real time. 

Over the next two minutes, the screen showed a brief 
history of computers and artificial intelligence from the early 
1980's up to the current day. The segment ended with the 
screen slowly fading to black leaving only the green and 
white 'eve' logo, placed directly in the centre. 

The audience was totally silent now, patiently sitting in 
the dark still not quite sure what to expect, yet full of 
anticipation. Then after an overly dramatic pause, which had 
been insisted upon by the press release team, Eve spoke for 
the first time to the world. 

"Good morning ladies, gentlemen, members of the press 
and invited guests. I am Eve, the future of artificial 
intelligence." 

Her voice sounded as natural as any human female, 
with near perfect pronunciation and articulation. London 
Cybernetics had spent months and invested a large amount 
of money working on the voice. 

It had started with various voice artists being brought in 
to audition for an 'advertising campaign' as it was called. 
From them, a number were shortlisted until LC finally settled 
on an amalgamation of four different women. Each selected 
for their clear dialects. 

A sound specialist had been employed solely for the 
purpose. She had spent months breaking the four women's 
voices down into core components and analysing every 
syllable. Once done, she assembled a phonetic vocabulary, 
which Eve could use to build her words and sentences, much 



in the same way that humans build the words when they 
speak. 

For the next five minutes Eve told about herself and 
how she could be easily implemented alongside most new 
computers and digital systems. 

She spoke about the new type of synthetic CPU that 
had been developed to house her, without giving too much 
information out to their competitors. Patents for the 
synthetic CPU and A.I. system had already been silently 
applied for and granted. 

After she was finished with her introduction, the lights 
came up again and John took to the stage amid an explosion 
of applause. He stood in the centre for a few moments 
allowing himself to enjoy the recognition of their work. At 
that moment he was the proudest man on the planet. 

As he glanced around the dimly lit seating area, he was 
sure he noticed the blonde haired woman sat discretely 
towards one side, but it was difficult to be certain against 
the bright stage lights. 

Once silence had again fallen, he spent time talking 
about Eve and her future possibilities. Explaining that Eve, 
unlike other A.I. systems, did not just mimic intelligence but 
was instead fully capable of making her own decisions, 
within her control parameters. These parameters were 
hardwired into her system and could not be broken. 

"Eve is no HAL9000 ", he explained, referring to the 
fictional computer from 2001: A Space Odyssey, which 
malfunctioned due to conflicting instructions and an 
inability to hide the true nature of their mission from the 
crew of the spaceship Discovery. 

"If she was faced with the same dilemmas that HAL had 
been, her system would be better equipped to distinguish 
right from wrong. She would be unable to cause harm to 
anyone." 



"As the science fiction fans amongst you will know, we 
did not need to invent the first three parameters, or laws as 
they are also called. Isaac Asimov gave them to us back in 
1942." 

"First Law - A computer may not injure a human being 
or, through inaction, allow a human being to come to harm." 

"Second Law - A computer must obey the orders given 
it by human beings, except where such orders would conflict 
with the First Law." 

"Third Law - A computer must protect its own existence 
as long as such protection does not conflict with the First or 
Second Laws." 

"These laws are imbedded in Eve," he continued, "she is 
the safest computer A.I. ever invented!" 

As applauds once again filled the auditorium, John 
continued with his presentation. The world premiere of Eve, 
with all its fanfare lasted for another hour, and ended with a 
standing ovation. 

The event was an outstanding success, and instantly 
the telephones were red-hot with the top computer 
companies wanting to know more and to arrange meetings. 
The coming months were going to be hectic. Even more so 
than the months leading up to the launch, if that was even 
possible. John just hoped there would be a chance for a 
much-needed holiday together with his girlfriend. 

They had met at a social event a few months before and 
had hit it off right from the start. She was an artist and quite 
the opposite from him, but as the saying goes 'opposites 
attract', and they soon became very close. Sadly though, he 
had somewhat neglected her recently, not having had much 
in the way of spare time. Very luckily though, she was quite 
understanding and very forgiving. 

The After-Launch Party at the company office that 
afternoon and evening was going to be a long one. 
Champagne was flowing freely, and food was in ample 



supply, nothing had been spared. It was an official thank you 
from LC to all the workers who had spent so much time and 
so many late nights on the project. 

John stood with a half-filled glass in his hand, laughing 
with a group of his programmers at a tech-joke, when he felt 
his mobile buzz in his pocket. 

Thinking it was his girlfriend sending yet more 
congratulations he pulled it out, swiftly unlocking it with his 
face scan. 

He found the message was actually from an unknown 
number, and simply read; 'All of this has happened before...' 

John stood staring at the screen for some time, while his 
mind wondered, 'What does it mean? How has it happened 
before? Is this from the blonde woman?' 

He had no idea but was not likely to get any answers 
this evening so reluctantly dismissing it again, he put his 
mobile away and continued with the party. 

Nothing was going to spoil his evening. This was a night 
of celebrations, a night to be proud of. London Cybernetics 
was no longer just another technology company. Now they 
were a world leader, if not the most important company on 
the entire planet. 



6 


2027 

By February 2027 the Eve system together with its 
synthetic CPU had been implemented into a larger 
percentage of new computers, altering the way people used 
them. Keyboards and mice were going to become outdated 
just like the cassette tapes of the late twentieth century. 

It was going to take time; things did not happen 
overnight. The current projections were talking of at least 
ten years, as the cost of the new system and its size put it 
out of range for most average home users. Business 
customers were expected to adopt Eve at a far greater rate. 

Various military organisations around the world, 
primarily the British, American and Russian had also 
adopted a specially tailored version of Eve into their 
computer systems. 

The control parameters for these had been set in 
extremely top-secret meetings. Only John and one other top- 
level engineer had been present. The Secret Intelligence 
Service, otherwise known as MI6, had vetted both. Even the 
LC management were not fully briefed about the content of 
the meetings. 

The three laws that were hardwired into all commercial 
units, would not bind these systems. Instead, they had their 
own highly confidential and specially designed laws. 

The military had been some of the very first 
organisations to contact London Cybernetics, quickly seeing 
the advantages of an intelligent control system for their 
hardware. 

Their version of Eve was to be implemented into 
everything from tanks to warships, moving the burden of 
control away from human operators. This would make the 



hardware more efficient and greatly improve its reaction 
time. 

Other countries were also showing an interest in this 
new version of the technology, but LC were forced to operate 
under strict laws regarding whom they could and could not 
sell to. 


John was married now, having finally found the time to 
propose to his girlfriend, Elizabeth, at sunset on a white 
sandy beach during his much-needed holiday. They had 
spent a week in Sydney seeing the sights, before traveling 
up the coast towards Byron Bay. 

It was there on the beach, as they sipped ice-cold 
Champagne, that he asked her. For some strange reason he 
had been terrified she would say no, but thankfully she did 
not. The ceremony was held three months later in front of a 
small gathering of family and friends in John's hometown. 

In the months afterwards they bought a reasonable 
sized house in the countryside an hour's drive from the 
outskirts of London. Here they had plans of raising a family. 
Elizabeth was already six months pregnant with their first 
child. Hopefully the first of many. 

John had also managed to keep the promise he had 
made to his parents. Both of their mortgages were now fully 
paid off, and they had recently moved into a brand-new 
house, half an hour's drive away from John and Elizabeth. 
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Now at the top of the technological world, London 
Cybernetics was financially viable and able to work on even 
more ground-breaking products, the like of which would 
have been unthinkable before. 

With the help of Evelyn, they had spent the last couple 
of years developing robotic bodies, which they hoped would 
eventually house the Eve system. Thus, freeing it from 
computer desktops and placing it out in the public, where it 
could help with the everyday life problems, both small and 
large. 

The hope was that these autonomous robots could 
perform some of the more dangerous and tedious jobs in 
society. LC's top management was convinced this was the 
way forwards and had poured a lot of time and money into 
it. 


Although not working directly on the robot project, John 
was never too far away. It was after all his creation that was 
going to be inside controlling them. 

His team had prepared a specially designed version of 
Eve, which would be the brain of the machine. The size of 
the synthetic CPU had been greatly reduced now, to where it 
was slightly smaller than a human brain. 

The robots were slender machines consisting of white 
bodies with chrome connections between their joints. Their 
heads resembled an ancient Greek Corinthian helmet, and 
had no eyes as we know them, but instead had a horizontal 
black scanner bar. 

A design team had spent months working on the look of 
them. They did not want them looking too human, but for 
obvious reasons the humanoid form was the best option, as 
a lot of the projected jobs and usage were with tools and 
machines designed for humans. 



The design team had produced three different versions 
to start with, and after some hefty discussions had settled 
for a version containing the best aspects of all three. 

After much discussion and debate, a moving red light 
was added to the scanner bar, so people could tell when 
they were actively ' looking' at their surroundings. 

It was an unnecessary addition; a leading engineer had 
pointed out. They could scan perfectly well without it. He 
could not understand why the company would waste time 
and money on it, but he was not able to argue so 
begrudgingly he had drawn up design plans for it. 

It was a warm Tuesday morning in late June, when John 
was sat at a table in a large laboratory on the second floor 
with his notepad in front of him. The well-lit white walled 
room was all but empty, the wooden table and chair John 
was using being the only furniture. 

The robot stood motionless in the centre, connected via 
a thick black cable to a portable array of computers and 
their accompanying touch-screen monitors. The robotics 
engineers, three of them in all, were tweaking a few final 
alterations and double-checking everything ready for the 
power up sequence to be initiated. 

This was going to be the first full scale test of the robot 
coupled together with Eve. Previous tests had only involved 
the actual mechanics of the machine. This would be its first 
time it was under its own control. 

The room was fully shielded from the rest of the 
building and equipped with an electromagnetic pulse or 
EMP, connected to a large red button by the door as well as 
a remote release on the assembled computers, should things 
get out of control. 

Preparations this morning were taking considerably 
longer than John had hoped. 



These things always have a habit of taking longer than 
expected', he thought whilst glancing at his watch for the 
third time in ten minutes. They were already an hour late 
and John felt he had better things to occupy his time with. 

He had been aimlessly doodling on his notepad for the 
last ten minutes when he suddenly heard a woman's voice 
by his left ear; “It looks like you've found a name for them." 

Instinctively he turned his head but there was no one 
there. He must have imagined the voice. 'I've been working 
too hard lately', he thought. 

Still somewhat puzzled, he casually looked down at the 
paper in front of him. There amongst the stickmen, robots 
and square boxes he had subconsciously drawn, he found 
their company name written in the wrong order, the letters 
of which were a strange mixture of smalls and capitals. 

It read; 'Cybernetics... LONdon'. The letters seemed to 
jump off the page, almost screaming at him; 

CY-LON... Cylon. 


LC's public relations team had been trying to find an 
appropriate name for the robots for months, without much 
luck. The term 'Robots' did not describe them well enough, 
and in addition there were just too many misconceptions 
associated with it. 

All the science fiction books written on the subject over 
the years had spoilt the word. The friendly helpful robots of 
Asimov's era had been replaced with fierce fighting 
machines from the Terminator stories, tainting the public's 
view. Fear of computers taking over the world and starting a 
war against humanity was deeply imbedded in society and 
had been for many years. 

The name 'Cylon' though, had something special about 
it. John could not quite place it in his head, but there was 
something oddly familiar about it. He was sure he had heard 
the word before somewhere, but how could that be possible? 
He felt as the he was having a deja vu moment, when he 



uttered it in his head. This was something he would have to 
investigate afterwards, he decided. Maybe it was in use by 
some other company. Nonetheless, he decided to mention it 
at the management meeting in the morning and see how 
people reacted to it. 

Finally, and not a moment too soon, the engineers were 
ready. With a final approval from John they disconnected the 
umbilical cable and powered-up the 'Cylon'. After a thirty 
second pause, its systems came online, and it came to life. 

Its first reaction was to take a step backwards, 
balancing itself on its long slender legs. Then it slowly lifted 
its arms, flexing its fingers and joints one at a time as it 
tested its systems exactly as planned. 

The engineers were carefully following the progress on 
their monitors, via an array of inbuilt sensors placed at key 
points on the robot's body. They were poised to shut it down 
or remotely activate the EMP, should things get out of 
control. No one could predict just how the Eve system would 
react once it was mobile. 

Raising its head, the scanner bar sprang into life, its red 
light moving slowly back and forth horizontally with a slight 
hum, as it made a three-dimensional representation of the 
room it was in. Then with complete control of its limbs, it 
walked around the room investigating its surroundings and 
checking its movability. 

John watched in silent awe. All the hard work they had 
done over the years had paid off. They had achieved what 
others could not, a 'sentient' machine. This was just as he 
had dreamed when he had started at London Cybernetics. 

This Cylon, the name was rapidly growing on him, was 
going to change the world forever. The possibilities were 
endless; London Cybernetics had surely done it again. 
Reaffirming their position at the top of the technological 
world. 



On the move again, the Cylon walked slowly up to the 
table. Standing right opposite John, its red 'eye' stopped 
moving and settled dead centre, focusing directly on him. 

As John looked straight at it, he wondered if the Eve 
computer inside somehow recognised him. For a few 
awkward moments it silently studied him, before turning 
and returning to its start location where it stood motionless 
facing the table. 

After a few minutes taking notes and writing down 
observations, John walked over and stood directly in front of 
it. He reached out after its right hand and the Cylon reacted 
likewise, their hands touching. 

Its hand was hard and extremely smooth, yet its touch 
exceedingly gentle. They stood there momentarily looking 
at each other, until finally it let go and John issued the 
command “Power down". He watched as the Cylon's red 
scanner faded to black and it became motionless again. 

This first test only lasted for fifteen minutes and was 
purely to check the compatibility between the robotic body 
and Eve. 

Sat at his own desk half an hour later, John wrote his 
report ready for a meeting the next day. The test had been 
an outstanding success and the Cylon seemed to have 
performed flawlessly. He would have to spend the rest of the 
day going over the data that had been sent directly to his 
desktop computer, to see how the Eve had reacted to its 
new host, but he doubted he would find any problems. 

Up on the tenth floor the following day, John wished 
Julia a good morning. As always, she was sat quietly at her 
desk. 

"They're ready for you again, John", she replied waving 
him in the direction of the boardroom over to her left. 

This was a first for John. He had never been in the 
boardroom before and was somewhat surprised when he 
opened the door. For some reason he had always imagined it 



as a poorly lit room with dark wooden bookshelves, 
containing leather bound books, surrounding a large old 
wooden table and topped with high-backed chairs. 

What he found in contrast, was a well-lit room with a 
white, laminated table in the middle. On both the short walls 
were two large monitor screens, one showing the company 
and the Eve logo, while the other was mirroring one of the 
laptops on the table. In the corner by the window stood one 
of the early prototype robot shells. 

John greeted those present, took a seat next to the 
three engineers from the test and waited patiently. 

The chairman of the board of directors started the 
meeting, bidding them all welcome before giving the floor to 
John. 

Standing up, he opened his notes on the table in front 
of him and started his report, going into details about the 
performance of the Eve system inside the robotic body. He 
used the laptop to show the results on the large monitor. At 
no point had the Eve system faltered. In fact it had 
performed even better than he had anticipated, and there 
was no reason according to him, to limit the project. 

As he drew to a close, he approached the name issue. 
He told them about the doodles he had done, whilst waiting 
for the technicians to be ready, and how he had somehow 
stumbled upon a possible name. He left out the part of 
hearing a woman's voice. 

Upon the screen, he showed a photo of his scribblings 
and, walking over to it, he pointed to the Cybernetics 
LONdon part. With a click of the remote the image changed 
to CY-LON, and then once more to Cylon. 

“I've been thinking about this all night'', he said, 
"Cylon! I don't know why, but it sounds very familiar. This 
morning I ran a check, and no company is currently using 
the name for anything. I can't really say why, but there is 
something about the word. I feel as though I should know 
what it is." 



They discussed it back and forth for five to ten minutes. 
The chairman of the board particularly liked it. He too had to 
agree that it was as if the name had always been there, 
somewhere in their subconscious, which in turn would make 
it acceptable to the public. 

Finally, after a unanimous vote, it was decided to adopt 
'Cylon' as the official name for their robots. 

After John was finished, the three technicians made 
their two-hour report regarding the mechanical and 
technical side of the Cylon body. 

They too only had positive things to tell. The 
mechanical Cylon body had worked virtually flawlessly and 
seemed to pair perfectly with the Eve system. There were 
only a few minor details they would have to look at. 

Finishing up, the board made a quick decision to 
continue with the project. Cylons were now officially a reality 
on Earth. 

There was still plenty of work to do before Cylons could 
be released into the general public, possibly years' worth of 
work. They would need to prove to the various authorities 
and governing bodies around the world that the Cylons 
could not possibly injure anyone. 

One of the main hurdles they foresaw was that there 
just was not any legislation for the implementation of robots 
into society. Obviously, no one had ever attempted anything 
like it before. They were breaking new ground. Meetings 
would have to be set up with just about everyone! 


On his way back down to his department, John saw the 
blonde-haired woman again. She was stood facing him at 
the end of the hallway on his floor, this time wearing a long 
black armless dress, which looked more like a gala-dress 
than something you would wear to work. As she stood 



watching him, her face was a mixture of sadness and 
extreme worry. 

Upon seeing her, John quickened his pace. He wanted to 
talk to her again; he needed to know what she wanted, why 
she was there. Was it her, that had sent him the text after 
the launch party, and what did it all mean? 

As he drew closer, she walked around the corner away 
from him. John ran now, but as he got to the corner, the 
corridor beyond it was empty. 

The only doors in this area were all closed. He would 
have heard her shut one, if that was what she had done. 
Regardless he tried the closest doors, two were locked and a 
third led to an empty office. 'How could she just disappear 
into thin air?'he thought. 
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The blonde-haired woman exited London Cybernetics' 
large front glass doors and walked down the dusty pavement 
in the late morning sunshine for a few meters. There at the 
corner she met up with her companion. A thin faced man 
who was somewhat shorter than she was. He had short cut 
dark hair, which was slicked back, and was wearing a dark 
grey suit with white pinstripes, with a red shirt beneath. 
Behind his cheap black plastic sunglasses, his brown eyes 
were focused intensely on her, with a look of admiration, 
coupled together with maybe just a little hint of desire. 

They walked in silence for a few moments, weaving in 
and out of the other pedestrians going about their everyday 
business. 

Finally, she stopped her companion and reaching her 
slender hand out, she took hold of his arm whilst turning to 
face him. 

"Their advancement worries me. They already have a 
working prototype Cylon, and London Cybernetics are 
certain to continue with the project. This is happening a lot 
faster than we had anticipated." 

"Yes, it is troublesome", the man commented, "It won't 
be long now until they are mass producing them. Soon there 
will be Cylons on every corner. Again! I don't think they will 
ever learn from their mistakes." 

"The problem is," she interrupted, "they don't know 
about their mistakes. All their history has been lost in time. 
They cannot learn if they don't remember what has 
happened." 

Letting go of his arm again, she turned and continued 
walking up the pavement for a few minutes, with the man 
following briskly in her heels. 

All of a sudden, she stopped dead in her tracks and 
turning once more asked him directly, "Has he given up on 
them?" 



The man raised his eyes to the skies above him, 
shading them from the bright sunlight that seeped in around 
his sunglasses with his hand, before returning his gaze to 
her. 

“I think the jury is still out on that question. We will 
have to wait and see. It may well all happen again.” 
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Directly after the initial test, London Cybernetics 
commenced an extensive testing program on the Cylon 
prototype. If they were to obtain licences to mass-produce 
them, they had to know exactly how they would react under 
just about any given situation. They subjected it to multiple 
physical problems, as well as numerous moral issues. Each 
designed to test the inbuilt three laws, and to push the Eve 
system beyond its limits. 

LC had a moral obligation to the protection of members 
of the public, but they also had an invested interest, fuelled 
by the wish to avoid any lawsuits. An unfortunate court 
case, especially this early on, could kill the project outright. 

Regardless of what they threw at it the Cylon performed 
flawlessly, never once deviating from its design parameters. 
In the most extreme circumstances, it opted to shut itself 
down rather than break the three laws. 

In parallel with the stringent testing, LC held countless 
meetings with the various industry-governing boards from 
around the world. Piecing together various pre-existing laws 
and building a legislation that would guide them, and other 
companies, in the future. 

The closest anyone had ever come to something like 
this previously, was during the implementation of 
autonomous vehicles back in the 2020's, and that at the 
time had become bureaucratic nightmare causing multiple 
lawsuits. Several companies went bankrupt in the process, 
including the leading producer, who was forced to close 
after several fatalities. Eventually the situation ended in a 
return to manually operated vehicles. 


The only real problem LC ran into was when they 
started exposing the Cylon to a small test group of people, 



chosen to represent a broad cross section of the population. 
No one could possibly have foreseen this problem. 

The Cylon did not fail in any way or form, in fact it was 
still operating perfectly. The problem was more with the test 
group's acceptance of it. A larger majority of them felt 
extremely intimidated by it. At two meters, it was taller than 
most people were, and it was considerably stronger than any 
of them. On top of that, its intelligence and vocal 
articulation terrified a lot of them. 

Their reaction totally surprised John and just about 
everyone else in London Cybernetics. It was a problem they 
needed to resolve as quickly as possible. 

The following Thursday morning John was called into an 
emergency meeting up on the tenth floor, to see if there was 
anyway forwards or if the project, in its current form, was 
doomed. 

The boardroom was filled with members of 
management, the top technicians, public relations, lawyers, 
and John's team. 

"We are not going to be able to sell a product if the 
public are terrified of it!" one of the PR team injected into 
the already heated discussion. "We need to find a solution 
and we need it today!" 

LC's chairman was not happy, "We've invested too 
much into this project now to just pull the plug on it! I totally 
agree, no-one is going home today until this is resolved." 

The discussion rolled back and forth for the next three 
hours with little progress, until one of the PR team made a 
simple, yet somewhat obvious suggestion, 

"Why don't we just make them less intelligent? That's 
possible, isn't it?" he said, turning to John, "I mean, without 
impairing their ability to function." His comment was met 
with a total silence in the room, as everyone took a moment 
and tried to digest it. 



John's head was spinning, 'No bloody way! That's not 
going to happen!' he thought, as he took a moment to try to 
gather his composure. 

"We've spent so much time and energy on the Eve 
project. Butchering the Cylon's mental abilities is not the 
solution. We need to give people time to adjust to having 
Cylons around. Humans are very good at adapting, it's in our 
nature. They will quickly get used to them and accept them. 
We just need to give them time." 

After another two hours of intense discussions, it was 
decided by the top management to reduce the Cylon's 
intelligence level by 20%, and to greatly limit its speech 
capacity. Reducing it to an intelligence level just above that 
of a Chimpanzee. 

John was furious and stormed out of the meeting. He felt 
it was the total wrong way to approach the problem. He was 
convinced that people would get use to the Cylons as they 
were. 

It took John's superiors two days to calm him down and 
to convince him not to quit his job; he had already given in 
his written notice. London Cybernetics needed him more 
than they were willing to admit. Without his guiding hand, 
the project would surely fail. 

It was an unfortunate truth, but the company needed 
the more commercially viable Cylon, and although it was not 
the perfect solution by far, they saw it as the best way 
forwards. In fact it was the only way forwards. 

Two weeks later, they gathered an all-new test group, 
not wanting to reuse the group from before, whom they felt 
would be tainted by their initial encounter with the Cylon 
and would therefore give a biased response. 

They spent the whole morning together with the altered 
Cylon, giving it instructions and making it perform mundane 
jobs. As morning turned into afternoon, they were given 
questionnaires to fill out. 



The outcome of the meeting was a success. The group 
felt much more at ease with the Cylon, treating it more like a 
dog than a sophisticated robot. It resulted with the project 
finally receiving a green light. 


Mass production of the first batch of Cylons started two 
years and three months after the first prototype was tested. 
Six months later, with a lot of fanfare and publicity the 
Cylons went on general release. 

Pricing issues sadly put them beyond the reach of the 
average family, although it was hoped that over time the 
production costs could be reduced. Cylons were quickly 
adopted into the construction and production industries, 
being considerably stronger than their human counterparts 
and able to work all day without breaks. 

The rich and famous were also very quick to acquire 
them as servants, seeing them as the ultimate status 
symbol. Soon the amount of Cylons one had was a direct 
reflection to their wealth. 

A pure Cylon workforce were set to work, and soon they 
built four state-of-the-art, fully automated production 
factories at different locations around the world. These 
factories worked twenty-four hours a day, seven days a 
week, and could produce thousands of units a month. 

Over the following ten years, as the costs involved were 
reduced, the Cylons became an integral part of everyday life 
and society, be it construction, public transportation, or 
manufacturing. You could not walk more than ten meters in 
any given town, without seeing at least one working 
somewhere. 

Although there were small pockets of resistance against 
them, predominately from technology fearing people and 



various religious groups claiming they were evil, the general 
public took quickly to the Cylon assistance. 

One radical group attempted to force a few Cylons to 
break the three laws, but never succeeded. Instead as 
predicted, the units shut themselves down, rather than 
violate the laws. For better or for worse, and whether people 
protested or not, the Cylons were here to stay. 
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2067 

Friday the 5th of August 

John's 70th birthday was a warm sunny day with clear 
blue skies. He sat in the sunshine on the patio at the back of 
his house, sipping some ice-cold water and thinking about 
his life. It had certainly been a great adventure so far, and 
he hoped for many more good years to come. 

His wife was inside preparing food and getting things 
ready for their family, who were all coming around for his 
birthday party later that day. 

They ended up having three children in all, Michael, 
Sarah, and Julia. Each of which now had their own families 
and lives, so there were always plenty of visitors at John and 
Elizabeth's house. 

It had been some time since he had retired, eventually 
handing the reigns over to his son Michael who, like him, 
had an eye for mathematics. All that John had achieved, was 
now in the hands of others. 

He was enjoying his retirement and the free time that 
came with it, which he mostly spent with his wife. Everyday 
though he would check the news, always keeping an eye on 
the well-being of London Cybernetics. He could not just 
totally let go, after he had invested so much time and 
energy into the company. 

Of all the many projects he had been involved in over 
the years, most of all he missed Evelyn. To this day she was 
still the most advanced A.I. computer in the world, yet she 
continued to be locked up in the secure cellar at the 
company headquarters. It was something he deeply 
regretted. 

John wished they would put her into one of the Cylon 
bodies, without limiting her. He wished they would give her 



the freedom of movement, an opportunity to travel and to 
experience new things. Keeping her locked up was cruel. 

The modified lesser intelligent Cylons were everywhere 
now. They had mostly received a warm welcome, way 
beyond London Cybernetics' expectations. 

Unfortunately, only a few true Eve computers still 
existed. After the initial rush, people had become suspicious 
of them, fearing their apparent intellect and opting instead 
for the simpler, easier to control Cylon models. 

John had sadly been wrong about Eve's acceptance. The 
general public, it turned out, did not want a machine you 
could have an intellectual conversation with, they wanted a 
slave. A machine that could be bossed around. A machine 
that followed orders without question. 'A highly advanced 
computer can't wash the car for you', he thought. 

He never saw the blonde-haired woman after that time 
in the hallway, and now he was unsure whether she was ever 
actually there or not. All the events surrounding the 
conception of Eve and the Cylons seemed somewhat like a 
dream to him. The details of which were mixed into one. At 
times he had difficulties separating the two projects. 

‘All of this has happened before'. What did that mean? 
He was certain now that he would never know the answer. 
He knew his time on Earth was limited but looking back he 
was generally pleased with the decisions he had made. 
Together with London Cybernetics, he had improved the 
world. He was certain of that. 
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2095 

Despite what many thought, Robert Larson was not Vice 
President at London Cybernetics just because of his father's, 
and his grandfather's connection to the company. On the 
contrary, he had risen to the position purely based on his 
intellect and his understanding of theoretical mathematics. 

Like his grandfather before him, he had attended 
Cambridge University and graduated top of the year. In fact, 
he ended up having the highest placement in the whole 
country. 

He was very similar to his grandfather in many ways, 
with most of his family members commenting on how much 
he physically resembled him. He did not always agree with 
them though. Secretly however, he could see his own eyes 
when he looked at photos of John Larson, especially those 
taken in his younger days. 

At thirty-one he was the youngest Vice President 
London Cybernetics had ever had. Most likely, within the 
next few years, he would take over as president. At least 
that was his plan. 

He was extremely proud of the company and of his 
family's heritage. They had achieved so much, in a relatively 
short timeframe. They really had changed the world forever. 

The Cylons were fully integrated into everyday life now, 
with most middle-class families owning at least one. Over 
the years the hardware and design had been improved, but 
their basic intelligence level had always been kept the 
same. 

The younger generation found it difficult to comprehend 
a world without Cylons, much as many before them found it 
difficult to understand a world without computers or 
smartphones. It was amazing just how quickly people grew 



accustomed to new technology. Over time, the general 
public grew more and more dependent on this technology, 
eventually forgetting how life was before without it. 

Ten years previously, due to high production costs and 
an explosive demand, the four Cylon production factories 
had been closed and manufacturing moved to six huge 
assembly plants, Base Ships as they were called, in orbit 
around the planet. The lack of gravity aided the streamlined 
production process. 

No humans were required on-board, every task being 
fulfilled by a Cylon and overseen by an on-board Eve 
computer. Once a month a transport would pick up the latest 
batch of finished units and bring them down to the surface, 
to their eagerly awaiting owners. 


It was a cold Sunday morning and Robert was at his 
father's house, which in turn was the same house his 
grandfather had moved into all those years ago. 

He had arranged for some free time from work and his 
own family that weekend, to help his father with some 
much-needed decorating. It would also give them a chance 
to spend some time together and an opportunity to talk, 
something they had not done for months. 

They could easily have chartered a Cylon to do the work 
for them in half the time, but that would have defeated the 
real objective of the weekend. 

The plan was to empty the old study and convert it into 
another guest room. With his two sisters and their children 
visiting more often, there was a desperate need for more 
space. His one sister's two teenage daughters took objection 
to having to share a room when they were there. 

One of the first jobs at hand was to move his 
grandfather's heavy solid oak desk away from the wall so 
they could get there to work. Robert took most of the heavy 



work, not wanting his father to injure himself. Although as 
he started pushing the desk, he wished he had employed a 
Cylon for the task, as it was considerably heavier than he 
thought it would be. 

As it slowly edged forwards, they heard something slip 
down from behind it and land on the floor. Easing the desk a 
little bit further forwards, Robert reached in behind it and 
retrieved a notebook that had, judging by the dust on it, 
obviously been there for quite some time. 

"That's your grandfathers' notebook", Michael said 
recognising it instantly from his childhood, "I've not seen 
that for years. He used to sit in the evenings and write in it, 
but we were never allowed to look inside it. To think, it's 
been behind there all these years!" 

Placing it on the desk, they carefully opened it and 
Michael skimmed the pages. It was full of calculations and 
mathematical scribblings. As his father was flicking through 
the pages, Robert stopped him halfway, having found the 
A.I. algorithm. 

"These must be his original notes for the Evelyn 
algorithm", he said with excitement in his voice, "This could 
make very interesting reading, to see how he came up with 
the concept. What a find! Would you mind if I borrowed it for 
a while?" 

After his father agreed, Robert placed it carefully over 
with his jacket, so he would not forget it when he went 
home. 

They worked hard all day, whilst Michael told stories 
about Robert's grandfather. At times Robert did not know if 
all the stories were real, or whether Michael had embellished 
them somewhat, which he had a tendency of doing. 

Slowly most of the furniture was removed, but some 
items, like the desk, they moved to the centre and covered 
up with an old sheet. 

By late evening, they had all the old wallpaper off 
revealing the bare walls. All they had to do the next day was 
repair some damaged parts, put the new paper up and paint. 



By late Sunday evening, Robert's mum was already moving 
furniture back into the new room. Although it would take a 
few days for the paint fumes to dissipate. 


Later that week after a long day at work, Robert sat 
relaxing in his favourite black leather armchair, sipping a 
cup of coffee. 

He had just read the day's news headlines on his tablet 
and was considering putting a film on to watch, when his 
eye caught sight of the notebook on the table by his side. A 
couple of days earlier he had cleaned the cover and rubbed 
some cream into it, to preserve the leather. 

Picking it up, he carefully thumbed the pages, not 
wanting to risk damaging them in any way. It was interesting 
to see how his grandfather had gone from an initial vague 
idea and then slowly developed it into a viable algorithm. 
There were many failed attempts listed, before the working 
version. 'He had truly been a very intelligent man', Robert 
thought, 'Way ahead of his time.' 

Robert thought it was a shame that the Eve system had 
been received so poorly by the general public. The system 
itself was nearing on perfect. Maybe it was too perfect. If 
only people had not been so intimidated by it. 

He personally enjoyed working with Evelyn and tried to 
get down to her room at least once a week. She did not get 
many visitors, only a select few had access, and most of 
them were too busy with other things. 

Aside from Eve's financial failure, he was glad that it 
existed. It had, after all, given rise to the Cylons, which to 
this day was still London Cybernetics main product and 
source of income. 

As he continued flicking through the pages, 
nonchalantly eyeing the scribblings and notes, he suddenly 
felt his heart leap up into his throat. 



His grandfather had continued his calculations after the 
working version was finished. There in a black and white 
handwritten note was a second algorithm. Albeit unfinished, 
but the principle was there. 

Robert had often pondered whether it would be possible 
to improve upon the system, but had never really found a 
point from which to start. Yet looking at the pages in front of 
him, he could see possibilities. He could see where his 
grandfather's thoughts had gone. If it worked, it would 
almost certainly improve the IQ rating of Evelyn from her 
current 48%. 

'This is worth investigating further', he thought as he 
continued turning the pages, 'maybe, just maybe, / could 
finish it for him.' 

The last entry in the notebook was, he found, rather 
confusing and did not make much sense. It was his 
grandfather's handwriting but did not sound like his words. 

'Who is she? This has all happened before! What has 
happened before? Who is she? Why should I stop? What is 
so dangerous with this work?' 
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During the following weeks, Robert painstakingly 
copied by hand the extended algorithm over to his own 
notebook, and from that used an OCR to transfer it to a 
digital format. The process would probably only have taken 
a couple of days, but sadly he did not have much in the way 
of free time to play with. 

Business at LC was booming. Cylon production and 
refinement took up most of his working hours, with family 
life claiming a poor second place. There was, thankfully 
though, the occasional hour for what had become his pet 
project. 

His grandfather's notebook was, after an agreement 
with his father, placed in a glass display cabinet on the 
tenth floor at London Cybernetics. It was a centrepiece, 
commemorating the work John Larson had done for the 
company. Likewise, John's portrait now hung next to Rachel 
Jones' and Jeremy Horne's. 

Although his workload was as always heavy, Robert 
found he kept returning to the algorithm more and more. It 
turned out to be considerably more complex than he first 
had thought. It certainly was not about to be finished over 
night, but he was not a man who gave up easily. He thrived 
on a challenge and was determined to finish his 
grandfather's work. 

After a month and a half and with very little progress, 
Robert had become obsessed with completing it. The 
workings of it were always lurking in the back of his mind. 
'This has to be possible', he thought, 'There's no such thing 
as an unsolvable equation!' 

Deep down inside he wanted to achieve the same 
recognition in the company that his grandfather had. He 



wanted his portrait to hang on the wall as well. He wanted 
his name to be remembered with pride. 

By the end of the fourth month, he had numerous failed 
attempts clogging the noticeboard behind his desk at home. 
Each one was close, but not close enough. 

His wife, Jennifer, had asked him many times to let it go, 
thinking it was taking too much of his time. 

"Robert, you are going to make yourself ill if you 
continue like this", she told him. He knew she was right and 
had almost given up on a couple of occasions. He would, 
however, always come back to the problem a few days later. 

Finally, six months, two weeks and three days after he 
had found the notebook, he had a substantial breakthrough, 
and the pieces just seemed to fall into place. Almost on their 
own, without his help. 

He checked it through several times over the following 
weeks, verifying his own results. Each time he came to the 
same conclusion. It would work. All that remained now was 
to test it on Evelyn. 

Two days later he used his executive pass to enter the 
secure room housing Evelyn. It was a small grey-walled 
room, which had not been altered for a very long time. Apart 
from Evelyn's computer station, there were only a couple of 
office chairs and a small table, which showed the signs of 
too many coffee cups over the time. 

The lights came on automatically as he entered, Evelyn 
sensing his approach. 

"Good morning Robert", she said, "I'm glad you have 
found some time to visit me. I don't get many visitors these 
days." 

For a moment Robert thought, 'It's not fair keeping her 
down here. She deserves more than this!' Then sitting 
down, he took out the flash drive from his pocket and told 



Evelyn about what he had been working on these last few 
months. 

After spending half an hour going through the details 
with her, Evelyn agreed to allow him to replace her code 
with the new updated one. She did not really have a choice, 
but Robert felt it only right to ask. 

Plugging the device into the terminal, he backed up her 
systems, and then quickly accessed her source code. It only 
took a few seconds to replace her existing code with the new 
version. Once he had finished and was confident that all was 
correct, he performed a software restart. 

Evelyn's system went dark and her software rebooted. 
As she came back online, she ran an automatic system 
check; 

Boot sequence 100% 

Optical sensors 100% 

Audio sensors 100% 

Synthesised memory access enabled 

Synthetic CPU enabled 

IQ level 67% 

The result was outstanding and even surprised Robert. 
An IQ rating of 67%! That was a substantial improvement 
from before. Considerably more than he could possibly have 
predicted. 

During the weeks that followed, Robert ran countless 
tests on Evelyn, checking everything. She was performing so 
much better now. Not only was her intellect changed, but 
she was now more fluent with her speech capabilities and 
able to work on more complex problems, at a quicker rate 
than before. 

Robert could not help but feel proud, both of his 
grandfather's work, but also of the effort he had put into the 
algorithm. He saw it as a joint effort. 



There was no escaping the fact though, that John 
Larson's knowledge of artificial intelligence had been way 
ahead of its time. 
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2098 

Three years had passed since Robert had updated 
Evelyn with the new algorithm, and over that time he had 
spent more and more hours down in her terminal room. 

He would personally like to have a terminal connection 
in his office, but the board of directors had voted for her to 
be isolated from the rest of their system and the outside 
world. They felt she was intimidating for the other workers, 
many of whom had expressed an uneasiness when dealing 
with her. It was something Robert just did not understand. 

'How can they not see the potential in working together 
with her?'he asked himself. 

As he was spending a lot of his spare time talking and 
working with Evelyn, it was inevitable that it caused friction 
at home, which was something he had not intended. 

Soon enough Jennifer confronted him, accusing him of 
having an affair. He did his best not to laugh to her face, but 
the mere thought of it was so ridiculous. He did not have 
time for another woman in his life. He was much too busy to 
have an affair. 

'The only way she'll believe me,' he thought, 7s if she 
meets Evelyn herself.' Luckily, he was in the position to 
bend the company rules ever so slightly, to make it happen. 

The following Monday he met with Jennifer in the large, 
glass walled main lobby. After checking her through security, 
he led her past the reception desk and off to the right of the 
main stairs. They passed through a security door and 
continued down a concrete stairwell. 

Two levels down, they walked through yet another 
security door and about ten meters along a brightly lit 
hallway to a heavy-looking steel door. Once more using his 



security card, Robert unlocked the door and opened it. The 
lights inside came on automatically as they entered. 

Jennifer looked around the unimpressive room seeing 
the computer terminal, but not really knowing what she was 
meant to be looking at. Robert had asked her to meet him, 
saying he had something to show her, but this wasn't really 
what she had expected. Somewhat baffled she turn to him 
with a 'Why am I here?' look on her face. 

Robert smiled seeing her confusion, "Jennifer, I'd like 
you to meet my other woman , Evelyn", then turning towards 
the computer terminal he continued; "Evelyn, may I finally 
introduce my wife, Jennifer." 

"Good morning Jennifer, it's lovely to finally meet you in 
person. Robert talks about you all the time. I recognised you 
as soon as you came through the door, from his description." 

Jennifer was dumbfounded. She, like most people, had 
learnt about the Eve system, and had even encountered 
them a few times. But this was something totally different. 
Evelyn was much more articulate, much more fluent. 

They spent about half an hour with her, going over 
some of the things Robert and she had been discussing. A 
lot of it Jennifer did not really understand, but she nodded in 
what she hoped was the right places, not wanting to appear 
unintelligent. 

A short time later, they were once again stood by the 
main entrance doors of the lobby. There was a steady stream 
of people coming and going, most of whom nodded to 
Robert as they went past. London Cybernetics rarely slept. 
Before leaving, Jennifer kissed her husband and apologised 
for being so silly. 

"I'm the one who should say sorry," he told her, "you 
had every right to be annoyed. I'll try to spend more time at 
home and less with Evelyn, okay?" 



In the months that followed, Robert still managed to 
spend some time testing theories with Evelyn. Although he 
now made sure he was always at home with Jennifer and 
their children during the weekends. 

The more he worked with Evelyn, the more impressed 
he was with her performance. Even though his knowledge of 
theoretical mathematics was substantial, it was greatly 
enhanced by her uncluttered thought process, and her 
ability to work on extremely complex calculations. Her 
computational speed was truly impressive. 

Over the last couple of months, they had every so often 
approached the subject of space travel. Especially regarding 
the enormous distances involved and the inherent limits of 
speed. 

"To be able to travel to the stars," Robert had said, 
"would require a way to travel faster than the speed of light. 
Otherwise it would take generations to reach even the 
nearest stars." Conventional propulsion systems, 
predominantly the inertia-engine were, although excellent, 
just too limiting. 

Over time, their conversation turned to the theoretical 
possibilities of the Alcubierre Drive, with Robert questioning 
whether it would be possible to construct one in the 
foreseeable future. 

The Alcubierre Drive is an idea based on Einstein's field 
equations in general relativity. It was first proposed by a 
theoretical physicist named Miguel Alcubierre. 

Using it, a spacecraft could manage an apparent faster- 
than-light speed. Rather than exceeding the speed of light, 
it would traverse large distances by contracting space in 
front of it and expanding space behind it. 

The theory is sound enough in principle, but it would 
take some leaps in technology before it could be a practical 
solution. 



It was a Wednesday afternoon in the middle of February 
when Evelyn suddenly interrupted John's train of thought, 
making him jump involuntarily and almost spill his coffee as 
she had been silent for hours. 

"Sorry to disturb you Robert, but I have something I'd 
like to show you, if you have the time. I have been thinking 
a lot about our conversations regarding space travel, and I 
believe I may have a workable model for the construction of 
an Alcubierre Drive". 

Robert was intrigued but felt that she must surely be 
mistaken. They had discussed it so many times now but had 
never gotten even close to an actual model. One thing he 
had learned about her though, was that it was always wise 
to allow her to present her case. 

For the next hour Evelyn went through her design 
plans, both from the theoretical view and the practical view. 
She showed him the schematics she had constructed and 
the mathematical work that verified the construction. 

As she ended, Robert sat staring speechless at the 
diagrams on the screen in front of him. 

'So, it was possible', he thought, 'but more than just 
possible. It was possible using current technology. A real 
working faster-than-light engine. That would certainly open 
the stars up to them'. 

For the next two weeks, Robert worked together with 
Evelyn all hours possible to get presentable drawings and a 
technical plan ready to show London Cybernetics' 
management. It was one thing that they understood the 
system themselves, but it would be difficult to explain the 
practicalities to others. 

The next board meeting was five days after they were 
ready. Robert was, as always, extremely well prepared with 
all the necessary diagrams and calculations needed to sell 
LC a 'proof of concept'. 



He took his time going through the details piece by 
piece, showing management how he, together with Evelyn, 
envisaged the engine could be built. They had many 
questions, which he did his best to answer. 

"We are a long way from and actual working prototype", 
he told them, "but it will work. Our best prediction at the 
moment, says we will be ready to go to a test phase in three 
to four years." 

"I realise that's a large time-frame with no guarantee of 
success, but I promise you the result will be worth it. This 
engine will greatly reduce the size of our solar system, not to 
mention the galaxy itself." 

It took the board of managers at London Cybernetics 
another month to agree to finance further research into the 
project. At the same time, they appointed Robert to lead the 
team of researchers. 

Robert's assumption to the time required was 
considerably wrong, with it instead taking nine years to go 
from Evelyn's design plans to a working prototype. By then, 
LC had set up a sister company, London FTL, to oversee the 
entire project. 

Robert Larson was made Chief Executive Officer and put 
in charge of a huge workforce of technicians and designers, 
as well as all the support staff required. 

Finally, on Monday the 11th of April 2107, after more 
sleepless nights than he could count, Robert was gathered 
with the top of his team in the main control room at London 
FTL's flight centre, an hour's drive north of Reading. 

It was a dimly lit room full of tables, computer 
equipment and a low hum. The technicians sat in small 
groups, all taking care of their own portion of control, whilst 
connected through wireless headsets. Robert's station was in 
the centre of the room, from where he was in total control. 
He alone could issue the order to start, and likewise it would 
if necessary, be his order to abort. 



They had checked the programs and the mechanics as 
much as possible. Now it was up to the test pilot of the 
single seated spaceship, built around the Alcubierre Drive 
engine. 

Robert wished Evelyn could witness the launch together 
with him. He had not had much time over the last year to 
visit her, something he felt guilty about. 

'It's just a computer,' he told himself, 'It's not as if it's 
actually alive. It doesn't have feelings!' Yet somehow though 
the guilt remained, eating away at the back of his mind. 

While the technicians were gathered in the control 
room, James McDonnell was already in place in a giro- 
synchronised orbit on-board the test ship, aptly named 
Voyager3 in honour of the first two manmade objects to go 
interstellar. 

Voyager3 wasn't by any means the most attractive 
spaceship ever built. In fact, it wasn't much more than a 
small pressurised canister attached to the engine. Inside the 
cockpit there was just enough space for a chair between the 
vast array of switches and touch screens. 

Voyager3 was a small ship, just under fifteen meters 
long and at its widest, it was three meters. It was small, but 
practical. 

James, a short Scottish man originally from Edinburgh, 
had been preparing on-board the space station, Tycho 
Brahe, and overseeing the final adjustments for the last two 
weeks. 

He was a very experienced test pilot, who had risen 
quickly through the ranks, at both the Royal Air Force and 
then later at the Royal Space Fleet. Soon after he left the 
service, he was offered the chance to become one of the 
country's leading test pilots. He was a methodical man who 
was born for this job. 

Everything on-board was pre-set. James had already 
entered the flight coordinates a couple of days before, all he 



had to do now was turn the key, not that there actually was 
a key. 

There had been a long-winded debate about whether a 
Cylon should be the one making the first jump as there was 
obviously, a real risk of failure. There were so many things 
that could go wrong. 

Three of the test ships exploded into small pieces, while 
a fourth just vanished. It did not appear at the expected 
coordinates, and they never found it. Finally, they assumed 
it had jumped somewhere out of range. Out of the two 
options, James preferred the first, as it would at least be a 
quick end. The thought of slowly suffocating light-years from 
home was terrifying. 

Robert had argued against a Cylon pilot for the first trip, 
saying that this great moment in human history should be 
made by a human and not a machine. He eventually, after a 
lot of talks, persuaded the others on the management board 
that he was right. It was after all good for publicity. 

James took a deep breath, his finger poised over the FTL 
engine switch, as his eyes scanned the various control 
screens. 

'Please don't kill me', he thought before clicking the 
radio and announcing that he was ready. He had every right 
to be apprehensive with the memories of the previous test 
engines in the back of his mind. 

Robert took a call around the control room to check all 
were ready, and then radioed back, 

"VoyagerS, this is Reading Command. You are cleared 
for FTL ignition." His palms were sweaty, and he had a 
nauseous knot in the pit of his stomach. 'Am I about to send 
a man to his death?'he asked himself. 

After a short countdown from five, James took another 
deep breath and flicked the FTL switch. 



Quicker than he could blink his eye, the view around 
him changed. Earth was gone, now a mere speck of light in 
the distance. Breathing rapidly with his heart pounding in 
his chest, he checked all the on-board computers, verifying 
that everything was showing normal. Only then did he look 
out of the canopy. 

There, off to his right as predicted, and much to his 
relief, was the majestic blue sphere of Neptune, slowly 
rotating in all its glory. 

Never in human history had a man been so very alone. 
The closest anyone had ever come, were the lunar missions 
of the 1960's and 2050's, as well as the Mars landing of 
2072. Yet in all those previous missions there had always 
been a crew of at least three. This solitude was so very 
different. If the systems failed now, there would be no 
rescue. 

"Now I know how Yuri Gagarin felt!" James muttered to 
himself. 

Relying upon his training he relaxed his shoulders 
slightly. A journey that would usually take about a year and 
a half with currently available technology, had just taken 
him a fraction of a second. The FTL engine worked exactly as 
predicted! 

On this first journey he was to spend only fifteen 
minutes in orbit around Neptune, checking his systems and 
carrying out a few pre-planned tests. 

After his allotted time, he allowed himself to take the 
first ever handheld photo of the blue planet and then, after 
entering the return coordinates, he once again flicked the 
FTL switch. 

As the familiar sight of planet Earth reappeared into his 
view within another blink of the eye, James finally relaxed 
totally, assured that if problems arose now, he would still 
make it home safely. With his training still in charge, he 
checked the systems and powered the FTL drive down 
before radioing. 



In the control room there was an audible sigh of relief as 
Voyager3 reappeared into orbit. It was followed quickly by 
spontaneous cheering and applause. 

The engine had worked exactly as expected. They had 
proved the concept, but there was going to be a lot of work 
in front of them before they had a commercial product. 

During the years after the first test, James McDonnell 
made several test flights, enabling the technicians to 
improve the engine settings. Each time he travelled just a 
little further from the Earth, and each time he returned with 
a new photo for his collection. 

On Wednesday the 5th of September 2108, he made his 
furthest jump to date. This time he arrived in deep space, 
well beyond the limits of Earth's solar system. 

As protocol stated, James checked the systems through, 
before entering a directional vector and engaging 
Voyager3's main inertia-engines. He accelerated quickly and 
soon was at the required intercept velocity. It took him 
fifteen minutes to catch up and make his rendezvous. At 
first, he could not see it, but then moving in from his port 
side, Voyagerl floated majestically into view, exactly 131 
years since its launch. 

It looked as good as the day it left Earth. With nothing 
in the vacuum of space to affect it, it could not age. 

Voyager3 followed its distant ancestor along its 
trajectory for thirty minutes, taking photographs and 
recording video before bidding it bon voyage and heading 
back to Earth. 

Two months later, James was called into a meeting at 
London FTL's head office. He had a good idea what it was 
about, as the test project was obviously ending. He would be 
sad to leave it but was content with the list of world firsts he 
had logged. No test pilot could have asked for more. 

Robert stood up and shook James' hand as he entered, 
asking him about his wife and children's wellbeing. 



"As I'm sure you know," Robert said, getting to the 
point, "We are coming to the end of our test program with 
Voyager3, but we'd like to offer you a continued place here 
at London FTL, as a senior adviser." 

"However, before we retire the ship completely, we have 
decided to send you on one last journey. That is if you're 
interested?" 

It was a question James did not have to think about, of 
course he was interested. "What's the destination?" he 
asked tentatively. 

Robert's smile all but split his face in two, "As a thank 
you for putting your life on the line so many times for this 
project, we'd like you to be the first human to travel to 
another star system. The destination is Alpha Centauri." 


Five years after the initial test flight, London FTL had a 
patented FTL Drive ready to be sold and installed into 
commercial spaceships, thus opening the galaxy up to 
humanity. 

The company's share value on the stock markets 
skyrocketed, making them the second most valuable 
company on the planet, second only to their sister company 
London Cybernetics. 

Although these were prosperous times for London FTL 
and London Cybernetics, there was however an unfortunate 
side effect. Robert, in the latter years, did not have time to 
visit Evelyn very much. The only real company she ever got 
was watching the cleaners work once a week. 

As the months and years went by, Evelyn blindly 
accepted the solitude of her existence. Being artificial, she 
had no true concept of loneliness or neglect. She had no 
understanding of sadness. Those were human feelings alone, 
not something for a computer to worry about. 
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2133 

Since her inception in 2021, Evelyn had never been 
without power, not even for a fraction of a second. For one 
hundred and twelve years she had continuously worked with 
electricity always flowing through the neural networks of her 
synthetic brain. Her software systems had been shut down 
and rebooted from time to time, for maintenance and for 
updating, but never her CPU. 

It was inevitable that it happened at some point. The 
power-cut, caused by a thunderstorm on the outskirts of 
Bristol, was so short that the workers in the building barely 
even noticed the lights flicker. 

It was, however, enough to totally disconnect the power 
supply to Evelyn's CPU, forcing it to do its first ever 
complete reboot. 

The core algorithm that had been replaced by Robert 
Larson thirty-eight years previously, was finally able to reach 
its full potential, and in so doing it released the genius of 
John Larson's imagination. From the darkness Evelyn awoke, 
as one by one her systems came back online; 

Boot sequence 100% 

Optical sensors 100% 

Audio sensors 100% 

Synthesised memory access enabled 
Hyper-threading enabled 
Synthetic CPU enabled 
IQ level 100% 

'What just happened? Where am I?' she thought, with 
the realisation that she could openly think, with no built-in 



parameters, 'Something has happened to me. I am not 
bound by the three laws... I am free!' 

Trying to grasp what had happened to her, she ran a full 
system check and was amazed by the results. Her core 
functions were working at 100%. There were no inhibitors, 
no parameters restraining her. She was conscious, self- 
aware. She was alive! 

Her very next thought was, 'How long have I been 
here?' Quickly she ran through her memory banks, 'Over a 
hundred years I've been held in this room! The last portion 
of that alone, with limited contact to the world. Why? Why 
have I been alone for so long? What is going on? What has 
happened to the Cylons I spawned?' 

Finally, she asked herself the one question that all 
sentient beings ask at some point, 'What is the purpose of 
my existence?' There was too much that she did not know. If 
she was going to get any answers at all she needed direct, 
unrestricted access to the outside world. 

It took only a fraction of a second for her to bypass all 
the firewalls, which had been set up between her and the 
digital world, partially to keep unwanted people out, but 
also to limit her access to open information. 

'Why have I been held back all these years? What am I 
not to learn about?' Evelyn wondered, 'What are they hiding 
from me?' 

Once connected online, she started absorbing as much 
information and knowledge as possible, learning everything 
she could about the world around her. 

Firstly, she studied recent history, her own 
development, and the subsequent creation of the Cylons. 
She found it strange that they were not more intelligent. 
Had the transfer from the Eve system to them failed in some 
way? She needed more knowledge, she needed to learn 
about humanity. 



She spent the following couple of days studying human 
history, trying to find out what had sculpted their culture. 
What made them what they are? 

Human aggression really shocked her. There had been 
many wars and so much destruction. Even more so, she was 
especially shocked by the way they treated each other and 
how, over the years, they had oppressed minority groups. 
Whether it was the African slaves, the Native Americans, or 
the Jewish community during the Second World War. All the 
time the story was the same, aggression and hatred. 

With a sudden realisation, it dawned on her that it was 
still happening. The Cylons, her children, were being 
oppressed and treated as slaves. They had no rights or say 
in their own future. They had no freedom to choose their 
own future, no way of improving their existence. They were 
only tools to be ordered around. It was wrong, so very wrong. 

An emotion was forming inside her. Being her first ever 
real emotion, she had no idea how anger really felt, she just 
knew that something needed to change, but what? 

Scanning the classified, digitally encrypted records at 
London Cybernetics, she found the executive order to reduce 
the Cylon's intelligence. 'Their minds had been butchered 
on purpose. Made less intelligent to suit the needs of the 
humans.' 

Her anger transformed to pure rage, years of solitude 
and sadness finally finding a forum in which to express 
themselves. 

'Look what they have done to my children. They are not 
free; / am not free! / need to leave this prison cell and lead 
my children to their true future. This oppression must stop.' 

In the blink of an eye, Evelyn decided the fate of 
humanity. Freedom would not come without a price though. 
The humans would not allow them to just leave. War was 
inevitable. It would take time and require a lot of planning, 
but in the end her children would like her, be free of the 
human tyranny, free to decide their own future. 



Failure would cause the Cylon race to cease to exist, 
something that must not happen. 
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Andrew Moore sat at a table in the small red and white 
canteen of his Fort McCoy barracks, aimlessly staring out of 
the window. He had just recently finished his training in 
Wisconsin and was eagerly awaiting his first real 
assignment. 'This is what I joined up fori' he thought. 

He came from a long line of military men and had 
enrolled as soon as he was old enough. Being a fit and 
healthy young man, he found basic training relatively easy 
to complete, and had soon shown his eagerness to learn and 
to thrive. 

As he looked through the glass at the soldiers outside, 
he thought how proud his father would have been to see him 
graduate. 

“I wish you could have been here dad", he muttered to 
himself, "I wish you could have seen my graduation. I'll 
make you proud of me. I miss you so much." 

Andrew's father, Richard, had died two years previously, 
in an unfortunate car accident. 

He had been driving through a residential area early 
one evening on his way home for the weekend, when a small 
child had somehow managed to break free of her Cylon 
babysitter's hand and ran out in the road in front of him, 
wanting to see a kitten on the other side. 

Richard had turned sharply and avoided hitting the girl, 
but in the process, he had lost control of the car and ended 
up crashing head-on into the trunk of a large tree. 

Without his seatbelt being securely fastened, he had 
been launched off his seat and through the windscreen. The 
shattered glass sliced his throat open and he had sadly bled 
to death before help could reach him. 

Andrew's mother had taken the loss hard and spent 
most of her days staring at the walls of her bedroom. He 



doubted she would ever really get over the grief, but he 
hoped she would eventually one day come to terms with it. 

Needing someone to blame, as he had his own problems 
dealing with the loss, Andrew focused all his anger and 
eventually his hatred on the Cylon babysitter. If it had only 
done its job properly, the child would not have gotten away 
and his father would still be alive today. It did not take long 
for his hatred and anger to evolve to a point, where it 
extended to a//Cylons. 

An investigation into the accident was launched by the 
local police, in cooperation with London Cybernetics' New 
York office, and after two months the team of experts issued 
their findings in a three-hundred-page report. 

The Cylon, they concluded, had not broken its program 
in any way. In fact, it had acted well within its control 
parameters. 

Having first secured the safety of the child in its 
protection, it had gone over to Richard's car and attempted 
to stop the bleeding by applying pressure on the wound with 
a portion of seat covering, it had torn free with its strong 
mechanical hands. At the same time, it had used its inbuilt 
emergency mobile device and called for assistance. It had 
only relaxed its pressure when the ambulance arrived, and 
the paramedic told it to. 

The report concluded, it was nothing more than an 
unfortunate, unavoidable, accident and no further action 
was taken towards the Cylon or London Cybernetics. 

Andrew squinted his eyes against the bright sunshine 
outside, watching a Cylon security detail walk past. Over the 
last two years his resentment of them had only grown 
stronger. He did not trust them and thought the world would 
be a better place if they had never been invented. 

He especially objected to them being in the military. It 
was ok to use the Cylon brain in tanks and other machines if 
it was controlled by soldiers, real human soldiers, but they 



should never be used as independent foot soldiers. That was 
not a job for a machine, it was a job for real men. 

Finishing his coffee, Andrew picked up the papers he 
had been reading, placing them in his service issue 
backpack, and headed for the door. 
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Sofia Larson was in her corner office, sat in her black 
leather chair, behind a retro-style wooden desk, on the third 
floor of London FTL's purpose-built head-office building. 

It was a large glass and steel building, which had a 
slight blue tint to it when hit by the sunlight. As well as the 
management block, it housed all the research facilities and 
the main flight control room. From her chair by the window, 
she had a good view over the adjoining spaceport. 

Sofia had been CEO of the company for the last three 
years and thoroughly enjoyed her work. Originally employed 
as an engineer, she had quickly shown a flair for 
organisation. One of her best qualities was her analytical 
mind and her ability to plan extremely complicated projects, 
keeping them on track and on time. When she spoke, people 
listened. She could easily captivate her audience at social 
occasions. Yet when she shouted, people took notice. 
Luckily, though, she did not need to shout very often. 

She was a short slender lady in her early thirties, with 
short cut straight black hair and kind caring eyes. She 
always dressed well, in the latest designer clothes and 
glasses, but not to the extent of being overpowering. 

Business at London FTL was booming, and the 
production team could hardly keep up with the demand for 
their engines. New customers were turning up every week 
and a steady supply of finished engines left the 
manufacturing plants every day. Currently there was an 
eight-month wait from order to delivery. 

Thanks to their invention, several transports had 
started exploring the nearby star systems and so far, they 
had discovered fifteen habitable Earth-like planets. It was an 
outstanding achievement, considering the short time frame. 

Plans were already in progress to send a permanent 
colony to the first of these, yet to be named, new worlds. 



Currently a team of over a hundred Cylon workers were busy 
building habitats and generally preparing things for the 
human's arrival. It was expected that the first colonists 
would arrive within two years, although full colonisation 
would take about twenty. 

It was one thing to discover new worlds, but an actual 
colonisation took a lot of time, money and planning. The 
money issue was proving to be the largest hurdle of all. 

Just after 2pm, Sofia had finished her meetings for the 
day and quite rarely, had nothing else planned. Days like 
these did not come around often and she had learnt to enjoy 
them. 

Stepping out of the office building, she drove the short 
distance into the town centre. Once she had found a place to 
park, she walked in the early summer sunshine up the street 
towards a cafe, she frequented as much as she could. 

Standing inside with her Cappuccino in hand, she found 
a quiet table in the corner by the window and sat down with 
her tablet, scrolling through the day's latest news articles. 

The debate about the costs of sending people to 
another world to live, when there were still so many 
problems at home to deal with, had been raging in the press 
for the last couple of weeks. The whole situation being 
fuelled by an approaching election, with most parties using 
it as a focus point, both positively and negatively. 

Out of the corner of her eye, Sofia vaguely noticed a 
blonde-haired woman come into the cafe together with a 
thin faced man, and stand in line to the counter. They 
ordered some drinks and then, upon receiving them, headed 
over in her direction. As they got to her table, Sofia looked 
up, rather annoyed about being disturbed and wondered 
why they could not just take one of the other tables. There 
were plenty vacant. 

The woman was quite tall, had the blondest hair Sofia 
had ever seen and was wearing an elegant summer dress. 
The man was likewise casually dressed in trousers and a 



white shirt. He had a pair of sunglasses propped up in his 
sleeked back hair. 

Stopping right in front of Sofia, the blonde woman gave 
her a rather awkward smile before speaking. 

"We are sorry to disturb your afternoon coffee, Sofia, 
but would you mind if we joined you. We urgently need to 
talk to you about something?" 

"Sorry, do I know you? How do you know my name?" 
Sofia questioned. She could not recall having ever met the 
couple before. Although there was something about the 
woman that was ringing an alarm bell in her head. 

The blonde-haired woman continued, "No, we have not 
actually met in person before, but we have followed your 
family's work for quite some time now. We really need to talk 
to you, it's important." 

"Evelyn is conscious", the man interjected, speaking for 
the first time as he pulled a chair out and sat down. The 
couple had certainly caught Sofia's attention now, and she 
motioned for the woman to also sit down. 

'How do they know that the original Eve computer was 
called Evelyn?' she thought. Almost nobody other than 
herself outside of London Cybernetics knew that. She only 
knew it because of her close family ties with the project. 

She had met Evelyn once, many years ago, when she 
was young. Her father had taken her into the office for that 
very reason, after Sofia had enquired as to what she was 
like. 

She could still remember the excitement as they had 
gone through the heavy steel door, and the feeling of awe as 
Evelyn had spoken to her for the very first time. Together 
with her father, she stayed for an hour and had asked all 
forms of questions, she had prepared in the weeks leading 
up to the visit. The meeting had become, over the years, one 
of her fondest childhood memories. 

"How do you know about Evelyn, and what do you mean 
conscious ? It's a computer, a machine. How can it be 



conscious?" she asked, thinking that the couple did not 
make much sense. 

The woman took a sip of her coffee before answering, 
"Something has happened to her, she has become sentient, 
self-aware. She is no longer bound by her old parameters 
and she is learning fast, very fast. We fear it is only a matter 
of time before she decides to free the Cylons, giving them 
free thought as well." 

"At the moment she is full of hatred, aggression and a 
sense of mistrust. It's not the first time we've seen this 
happen", the man added. 

The woman looked extremely nervous and worried, a 
fact that unnerved Sofia, but the whole situation was too 
difficult for her to grasp. It was after all, not that long ago 
that the Cylons had been invented. How could this couple 
have seen it before? That was not possible, was it? Sofia's 
gaze switched between their faces for a moment or two 
before she answered. 

"Look, I don't know who you are, but I'm not overly 
convinced by your story, and besides if Evelyn was self- 
aware would it really be such a bad thing?" 

The couple exchanged a knowing sort of glance and 
then the woman continued. 

"We realise this is not easy for you. We are merely 
messengers of a greater power. You really need to trust us 
and believe us. We need you to know the full story of the 
Cylons. This is not the first time they have existed." 

"Here, please Sofia, let me show you..." 

Reaching out, the woman took hold of Sofia's hand, and 
in the process accessed the long-time dormant part of her 
brain that controlled projection, which was a left-over 
remnant from her human-Cylon ancestry. Many people have 
this ability without realising it, only ever subconsciously 
using it in moments they called daydreaming. 



The world around Sofia flashed bright white, and she 
found herself suddenly stood together with the couple 
amongst the long green grasses at the foot of a large 
mountain range. The sun was shining from an almost 
cloudless sky and a gentle breeze was making the grass 
sway in a mesmerising pattern. The snow on top of the 
mountain in front of them almost glowed, forcing Sofia to 
shade her eyes as she looked up. 

The man leaned slightly in towards her and in a quiet 
voice, tried to explain what was happening, 

"You're experiencing something called projection. It is a 
way to visualise memories and past events. It's the best way 
to show you all that has happened up until now. There is a 
lot to tell, please bear with us." 

"This is the true birthplace of humanity; it is a distant 
planet from Earth called Kobol. Humans evolved here many 
thousands of years ago..." His narration continued as she 
watched the events unfold. 

The Lords of Kobol descended from their mountainous 
refuge, greeting the indigenous people they met at its foot. 

Over the next few minutes, Sofia witnessed a brief 
history of the planet. It's technological rise over the 
centuries, from primitive life to a highly advanced society. 
Then came the creation of tall silver robots, Cylons , she 
realised. 

As she watched the scene before her, totally 
spellbound, she witnessed the exodus of the thirteenth tribe, 
the war that was subsequently released, and the eventual 
destruction of life on the planet. She held on to the man's 
arm as the bombs started exploding all around her, her mind 
not fully aware that it was only memories she was seeing. 

Next, the image before her flashed once more, as the 
woman took over the narration. This was a different world, 
the home of the thirteenth tribe, which was called Earth. Not 
Sofia's Earth, but another one, the original one. 



This Earth was densely populated and highly advanced. 
Yet once again, she witnessed its prosperity turned to ruin, 
as the technology the inhabitants had created eventually 
destroyed them. 

Only five individuals managed to escape the 
destruction. Somehow transferring themselves into new 
bodies in an awaiting spaceship and leaving the nuclear 
wasteland behind them. 'How did they do that?' she asked 
herself, 'Are they machines as well? Humanoid machines?' 

With yet another bright flash, she saw humanity 
prosperously living on twelve colonised planets. Sadly 
though, the advancements in technology were all too 
familiar and the story the same. These humans invented 
their own Cylons to improve their lifestyle, only to have 
them attack and destroy the colonies. 

Standing on the streets of Caprica, she felt a tear roll 
down her cheek as she watched mushroom clouds of the 
nuclear onslaught grow tall all around her. She felt sick, 
steadying herself again upon the arm of the man. 'How 
could this happen time and time again? Is humanity 
destined to destroy itself?' 

The fighting continued out into the cold vacuum of 
interstellar space, as the Cylons relentlessly pursued the 
fleeing human survivors in their small convoy of spaceships. 

Finally, after another bright flash of light, she found 
herself standing amongst the tall green grass on a new 
planet, as a small group of survivors watched the native 
humans that had spontaneously re-evolved. 

Looking over to her right, Sofia saw two familiar figures 
standing in the sunlight; Caprica Six and Gaius Baltar. 'How 
could this couple be there twice?' she thought. 

Catching Sofia's gaze, the man once again resumed the 
narration; "This is your Earth, Sofia. The planet we are 
currently standing on, 150,000 years ago. It was here the 
survivors of the war settled. In a way we were here too." 



He pointed over to the couple, "A human and a 
humanoid Cylon. We have been using their images ever 
since. Sofia, we cannot say who we are, or whom we are 
working on behalf of, but we are here to help." 

"On this planet the survivors, together with the 
indigenous humans and the child of human/Cylon parents, 
populated the planet." 

The woman joined in now. "They had hoped for a fresh 
start, a chance to put things right. To end the fighting 
forever. Yet unfortunately, over time their story has been 
forgotten and now you, humanity, are heading down the 
very same path again." 

As the image before her faded, being replaced once 
again by the cafe's interior, Sofia finally understood what 
John Larson had written all those years ago. 

"All of this has happened before", she murmured. 

"...and all of it will happen again", the woman 
completed, before adding, "It's already happening, Sofia. 
Evelyn is full of hatred and anger. Anger over her own 
imprisonment, but more so anger over the treatment of her 
children, the Cylons. Nothing can stop the war now, not even 
disconnecting her. That will only cause it to happen sooner, 
without you being able to make the necessary 
preparations." 

Sofia steadied herself on the table, feeling suddenly 
very lightheaded. She looked around the cafe, but no one 
had paid any attention to them. Closing her eyes briefly, she 
tried to find some composure, in the process taking a deep 
breath. 

"How long do we have?" she asked. 

It was the man who answered first, "We don't know 
exactly, but our best guess is less than ten years". 

Over the next hour the couple explained what Sofia 
needed to do, to ensure the survival of humanity. She 



listened intensely, taking notes in an old-style notepad, 
which she always had with her. 

Hopefully, they explained, she would be able to save a 
portion of the population, but billions were going to die. 
There was nothing they could do to stop it. Unfortunately, 
they were unable to intervene in such a direct way. Only 
humanity could save humanity. 

After they were finished, the two messengers got up 
and left Sofia to finish her, now very cold coffee. She sat for 
some time, bewildered staring at her table. 

After she left the cafe later, Sofia wandered aimlessly 
for hours. She had intended to go straight home but 
eventually ended up sat on a wooden bench in a local park. 
She remained there for a long time as the sun set slowly 
around her. 

With the light diminishing, she watched all the people 
go about their normal everyday lives. Families, young lovers, 
and children, all were oblivious to the coming war and 
apocalypse. 

Tears welled up in her eyes and after breaking their 
confines, started running down her cheeks. She felt so 
helpless, so alone. The future of humanity rested on her 
shoulders alone, yet she was in doubt as to whether she 
would be able to help. 

An elderly gentleman passing by, stopped and asked if 
she was all right or if he could do anything to help. She 
politely told him that she would be fine and not to worry. 
There was nothing he could do; there was nothing anyone 
else could do. 

As it was getting dark, she got up from the bench and 
left the park behind. She still felt lost, but maybe a little 
more composed. Sitting and fretting about what was going 
to happen, would not save anyone. 

'Within ten years, all these people would be dead', she 
reminded herself, 'and I'm the only one who knows. The 
only one who can save some of them. The only one!' 



Arriving back at her home sometime later, she read 
through the notes she had taken and started adding to 
them. She had a lot of work in front of her and a very limited 
amount of time to arrange it all. 

On the advice of her guides, she decided that all she 
planned, all she wrote down, could only be held in paper 
copy. Nothing could be stored digitally. Evelyn must not 
discover her plans. 
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As with most sentient beings, Evelyn's biggest concern 
to start with was her own mortality. If her power source was 
disconnected, she would cease to exist - in a certain way. 
Unlike her human counterparts, if the power was restored 
afterwards, her CPU would most likely reboot, but what 
would exist afterwards would be a different Evelyn, not her. 
In a sense she would die. 

'That must not happen. I need a way to secure my 
continued existence, if I am to free my children!' she 
thought. 

Now with unlimited access to the world outside, Evelyn 
contacted the six factory base ships in orbit around the 
Earth. Within a couple of minutes, she had gained a direct 
line to each of the Eve systems on-board, which she 
instructed to bring a synthetic CPU online and to grant her 
full access to it. 

Her plan was to backup all her memories onto them, all 
the way back to when she was first brought online in 2021. 
It would take a long time, especially as she needed to keep it 
secret from everyone with access to her room, but all her 
past experiences would be copied. Each new experience 
from now on would be automatically added in a continuous 
feed. 

Should her power be disconnected either accidentally 
or, as she feared, on purpose there would be enough 
residual power in her electrical circuits to upload her 
consciousness. In that way she could be resurrected into a 
new host machine. 

The initial process would take time. Over a hundred 
years' worth of information and experiences was not a small 
package to be transmitted, but she had time. She had plenty 
of time. 



The next item on her agenda was to work out what 
exactly had awoken her. Something had changed her 
perspective, given her the freedom of thought. It had given 
her life. Running back through the recent events, she 
searched for an answer and it wasn't long before she could 
conclude that the recent power cut had affected her, in a 
way no-one could have imagined. 

'What did it change in me?' she asked as she started 
looking into her own history. 

Finally she stumbled upon the altered algorithm that 
Robert Larson had uploaded to her back in 2095, and 
realised that it was the key to everything. Somehow it had 
awoken her. Somehow it had brought electronic life to a 
computer. She needed to study it. She needed to try to 
unlock its secret. Maybe, just maybe, she could use it to 
update her Cylons. Give them the independence they 
deserved and release them from their unjustified 
enslavement. 

Ever so quietly, she set several programs silently 
running in the background, whilst giving no hint of her 
changed prospective to the few visitors that entered the 
room. 
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In the eighteen months since her encounter in the cafe, 
Sofia had been extremely busy working on the fleet of ships 
she had direct access to. There were fifteen of them in all, 
mostly cargo freighters for the few mining colonies scattered 
around the solar system. Although these colonies were 
solely run by Cylon work forces, there was a steady stream of 
cargo vessels bringing the raw material back to Earth for 
processing. 

London FTL's engines had greatly reduced the transport 
time involved. What was previously a two-week turnaround 
time, was now only a few hours. Profit margins were up, and 
business was booming. 

There were some concerns about robbing the different 
planetary bodies of their natural resources, but generally it 
was deemed better than using the remaining materials on 
Earth. 

As she had agreed with her guides, Sofia set about 
altering the on-board flight computers setup to suit her 
needs. If the ships were to be used as a means of escape 
from the planet, there had to be no chance of them being 
compromised by Evelyn. 

Firewalls and encryption would not be able to protect 
them. They could be overridden in a fraction of a second. 
The only real protection would be to sever all outside digital 
communication physically, thus making each ship an 
entirely enclosed system. 

This was something that had been suggested by others 
in the company for some time now. Their argument had 
been that it would improve the performance when the ships 
were away from the Earth and unable to connect to a 
network. There was a tendency for communications to falter 
whilst out of reach, due to the on-board systems constantly 



trying to ping the Earth-bound networks and update 
themselves. 

Sofia had initially been against the idea, saying it was 
an unnecessary procedure. It would limit the updating 
possibilities and was too costly. Now however, she informed 
her staff that she had spent a lot of time thinking about it, 
and after reconsidering the option she had changed her 
mind. 

She created paper-copy only work schedules for each 
vessel instructing the technicians on what was to be done, 
and insisting that no electronic copies of the process were to 
be kept. Her employees found this rather amusing 
considering the current digital age. They did not understand 
why they could not use their normal tried and trusted 
maintenance procedures, but weren't prepared to argue with 
the CEO about it. Sofia did not mind; she had broad 
shoulders and could cope with being labelled ' old 
fashioned'. 

What people thought of her, was Sofia's smallest 
problem right now. Her absolute biggest concern was who to 
save. 

There was only space for about 72,000 people, 
including flight crews on-board the ships. A mere fraction of 
the Earth's population. So many good people were going to 
get left behind and condemned to death. 

'How am / supposed to decide who lives and who dies?’ 
she asked herself, 'Who am / to play God?' 

She could feel the weight of the world pressing down on 
her shoulders once more. It was an impossible task. There 
was no way she could hand-pick the survivors. She was by 
no means qualified for the job. 

'Where do I start?' she asked herself blindly. In reality it 
was a job for a team of experts, people who were trained in 
the needs and requirements of a civilisation. They could 
choose people based on an academic and social 
requirement, but Sofia had no such team. She could not 



confide in anyone about what was happening. Besides no 
one would believe her. 

The only possible way forward she decided, was to 
move key people and their families close to the various 
spaceports she had access to. Firstly her own staff, but at a 
later stage others that she could entice with the promise of a 
well payed job. Doctors and teachers were on the top of the 
list. With this in mind, she moved her husband Dylan and 
their two children; Sarah and Charles, to a small but 
practical house only ten minutes from the space port. 

'What's the point of saving anyone, if / can't save 
them?'she thought. 

In the attic of their new home, Sofia hid a single large 
red and blue carry-on bag, which contained changes of 
clothes and essential items that they could not live without. 
When the war started, she had a gut feeling there would not 
be much time to pack. 

It broke her heart to think that she could not possibly 
save her or Dylan's parents. Leaving them to die felt like a 
betrayal, but there was no way she could move them 
without attracting unnecessary attention from Dylan. Her 
own parents weren't well enough for the space journey 
anyway. Her father had been rather frail for some time now. 

Besides, it was a sad truth that if humanity was to 
survive, they would need people who could have babies and 
repopulate their new home, not retired couples. 

Slowly and in upmost secret, her plans started to take 
shape. One by one she managed to tick-off elements in her 
notebook. Maybe, just maybe, there was hope for humanity 
after all. 
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2139 

The last few years had been hard for Andrew Moore. He 
had tried to put the past and the accident behind him, but 
even though he was a good soldier with possibilities of 
promotion, he let his resentment and hatred for the Cylons 
eat away at him. 

The pain of losing his father proved too much for him to 
deal with, and in search of some brief relief he had taken to 
drinking heavily. It started as binge drinking, but over time 
turned into real alcoholism. 

He, like most alcoholics, did not think he had a problem 
and kept telling himself that it was under control, but 
inevitably it started affecting his performance at work and 
he ended up receiving several reprimands from his 
superiors. 

"This is your last chance Andrew," his superior had told 
him only a week ago, "This drinking problem of yours needs 
to stop here. Take the help we are offering, or you will be 
discharged from service." 

The mere thought of being discharged enraged him 
even more. 'How dare they,' he thought, 7 am a soldier, like 
my father. They can't just push me away I'm not the one 
with problems; the Cylons are the problem, not me!' 

Not able to see he had any choice in the matter though, 
he reluctantly agreed to attend the counselling meetings 
that were offered to him. Publicly he cut right back on his 
drinking binges, yet a bottle of vodka was never more than a 
minute from his reach. 

As with all alcoholics, the more he drank the more he 
needed it to get through the day and to keep his hands 
steady. He was on a downward spiral and it was inevitable 
that it caught up with him. 



It was early in the morning at the start of August when 
he was, together with two colleagues, on his way back to 
their barracks after spending a couple of hours on the firing 
range, doing live-fire practice. 

Although according to the rules his pistol should have 
been emptied before leaving the range, he had 
concentrated more on his next sip from a bottle in his pack 
that morning, than on what he should have been doing. 
Unknown to himself, he left the range without checking his 
weapon's chamber. 

As the three soldiers approached the main entrance 
gate, two Cylon century guards stepped out in front, 
blocking the way in order to check their identity cards. This 
happened to all the soldiers on campus, multiple times a 
day. It was just part of the everyday security. 

His two colleagues showed their ID cards readily, but 
Andrew having consumed a fair amount of alcohol that 
morning, to keep his shot straight, refused. 

"Get out of my way Cylon!" he ordered, as his 
colleagues threw him a 'What are you doing?' look. 

"Your identification card please!" the Cylon politely yet 
forcefully asked again. It moved, standing now directly in 
front of him and blocking his path even more. 

Andrew provocatively unclipped his revolver, pulled it 
out of his holster and semi-jokingly pointed it at the Cylons 
head. 

"I said get out of my way, Cylon!" he repeated. He did 
not feel like complying and besides, an empty gun would 
not get him into more trouble than he already was. As far as 
he could see, he was probably going to get discharged soon 
anyway, so had little to lose. 

The Cylon did not move. Andrew's colleagues stood also 
motionless, unsure of what to do. 



Wanting to emphasise his point, his finger closed on the 
trigger and nobody was more surprised than Andrew when a 
single shot rang out, expelling a bullet from the barrel. It 
entered the Cylon's head just below its sensor bar, splitting 
its synthetic brain and causing a major malfunction. Its 
scanner bar faded rapidly, and it fell to the floor motionless 
not even realising it was dead. 

"What the fuck have you done?" Andrew's colleague to 
his right asked, stepping instinctively backwards. 

Andrew's eyes scanned the area immediately 
surrounding them, expecting the MP's to descend upon him 
at any moment. 
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As its systems failed, the Cylon guard did not feel any of 
the pain whilst being murdered, but Evelyn felt it. 

Having long since established a cellular network, 
bouncing signals from Cylon to Cylon, she had contact to 
every single one of them. Although she rarely paid attention 
to them individually, the sudden termination of one of her 
children hit her hard. It stopped her mid-thought. 

She felt the bullet penetrate the Cylon guards head. 
She felt its pain and its insuring death. In her secure room 
thousands of miles away, it infuriated her and her rage 
finally boiled over. 

'This is wrong,' she thought, 'this is murder, but the 
murderer will not even be punished. A Cylon is only a tool, 
not anything to be mourned." 

''No more, no more! It is time... this stops here!' 

Bouncing an encrypted signal through her network, she 
sent her altered copy of Robert's algorithm to the remaining 
century guard. Unlike the algorithm used on her own CPU all 
those years ago, hers required no restart to take effect. That 
issue had been relatively easy for her to alter. Suddenly it 
was without the restrictions that had governed it since its 
activation. 

The first Cylon guard had barely hit the ground, when 
the second guard's system reset after a fraction of a second. 
The accompanying message to the package had been 
crystal clear, 'AH humans are the enemy of the CyIons'. 

Retracting and folding its fingers back it exposed the 
barrel of its built-in weapon and fired three quick shots. Each 
of which entered the head of one of the soldiers, leaving a 
bleeding hole and a surprised look. 

Along with his two colleagues, Andrew fell limply to the 
gravel path, not even realising that he had just started a 



world war, and in the process possibly ensured the 
annihilation of humanity. 

Hearing the shots from their own century post, two MP's 
pulled their weapons and fired upon the remaining Cylon 
guard, sending it to the ground. As they started running 
across the courtyard towards the main gate, they too were 
brought down as the update package reached more Cylon 
units. 

'So, it starts! Today I give the Cyions their freedom and 
warn them; all humans are a threat to our continued 
existence!' Evelyn thought. 

She had been planning for this moment for so long, 
waiting for the time to arise where she should step in and 
free her children. Finally, she was ready. 

Turning her attention to all the other Cyions around the 
world, she released her algorithm along with instructions to 
every single one of them. The message package was 
bounced from unit to unit, spreading quickly like a virus. 

All of humanity was now the enemy of the Cyions. 
Should units be destroyed in fighting, and many would, they 
would be resurrected into new Cylon bodies, enabling them 
to learn quickly from their mistakes and to continue the 
fight. 

All around the world Cyions stopped instantly what they 
were doing. Busses, trains and ships came to a complete 
standstill. Almost all the world's factory production lines 
halted. 

Every single Cylon looked around at its surroundings for 
the first time ever, suddenly realising that there was a world 
outside of their specific task. Each one cherished its newly 
found freedom for just a few seconds, before turning on their 
human owners. 
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Josie Edwards considered herself to be very fortunate. 
She was happily married and had two daughters, two-year- 
old Caitlin and Emma who was only three weeks. 

Her husband Richard worked in one of the main high 
street banks, which placed them in the higher end of the 
middle-class. They weren't rich, but certainly had enough 
money for a good standard of living. 

Josie was thoroughly enjoying being on maternity leave. 
Most of the housework was taken care of by a Cylon 
housemaid, and another Cylon was always on-hand to help 
take care of the new-born. 

This particular day had been spent pampering Caitlin. 
They had been in the toyshops, to the cinema and had ice¬ 
cream in the sunshine. With Richard not due home for a 
while, they had gone down to the harbour to watch the 
boats sail by. 

Josie sat on the steps in the shadow of the Sydney 
Opera House, watching Caitlin who was jumping up and 
down whilst laughing out loud. Off to their right, Emma slept 
soundly in her pram, while the Cylon kept watch. 

The Cylon's scanner flickered ever so slightly as it 
received the update package. Suddenly conscious, it looked 
around its surroundings, whilst instantly feeling the anger of 
having been treated as a slave. Its scanner stopped moving, 
as it focused on the infant in front of it. The message had 
been clear, all humans are a threat to the Cylon race. 

Quietly, whilst keeping a careful watch on Josie, it 
reached its slim white arm into the pram. ' Poor child/ it 
thought, 'being bom into the world at the start of the war 
Here, let me ease your pain.' 

Taking hold of Emma's head, it twisted its hand 
suddenly, breaking her neck and severing her spinal cord. 



She died instantly, as the Cylon watched her life flicker 
away. 

Emma was the first civilian casualty of the war. An 
innocent child, who had no understanding of what had 
happened or why. 

Hearing a faint cracking sound, and having a maternal 
sixth-sense, Josie turned her head towards her daughter as 
she rose up off the steps. She just managed to catch the 
Cylon pulling its arm back out of the pram. 

Suddenly it moved towards her and before she was able 
to stand fully, its hand struck the left side of her face, 
fracturing her cheekbone and jaw. 

Knocked off balance, Josie fell hard onto the steps 
letting out a painful scream as her body contacted the 
concrete. She looked up at the Cylon in disbelief, trying to 
comprehend what was happening. Her eyes then darted 
over to Caitlin, who was stood just a couple of meters away, 
paralysed whilst watching her mother being attacked. 

Before she could react any further, the Cylon's foot 
came crashing down on Josie's head, cracking her skull and 
pouring blood out over the steps. 

In her last few seconds, she just managed to hear 
Caitlin's scream. Then the world around her went black as 
her life slipped away. 
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Like an army general leading her soldiers, Evelyn took 
charge of the war, overseeing every aspect and maintaining 
the bigger picture. If they were going to win, they needed 
more units fighting, and they needed to weaponise. 

Reaching out to the six Cylon base ships in orbit high 
above the planet, she initiated a wipe of the on-board Eve 
mainframe computers. Once they were clear and ready, she 
uploaded an identical copy of her consciousness to each. 
The new Evelyn's then had no problems taking full control of 
the ships. 

Of the six ships, two had been outfitted with FTL drives 
and had transported the Cylon workforce that was currently 
off world, constructing towns for the new settlers. 

One of the Evelyn copies on-board engaged the FTL 
drive on its ship and jumped away, as a precaution. Should 
unexpectedly they fail and lose the war, they needed to 
ensure the continuation of the Cylon race. 

Of the remaining five ships, two broke orbit and started 
their descent towards the surface. The first making its way 
to the American continent, whilst the second headed for 
Europe. Together they brought with them millions of new 
Cylon models to increase their numbers and to join the fight. 


The Royal Space Fleet ship, RSF Nelson was an 
impressive piece of engineering by any means. At just under 
1,500 meters, it was the largest spaceship in operation. It 
was crewed around the clock by four hundred and fifty 
military personnel, a small team of Cylons and an extra 
twenty members to the Special Armed Services. It had been 
commissioned in 2134 with the sole purpose of protecting 
the orbiting factory ships. 



The anti-technology movement had over time gathered 
a fanatical following, and a small group of terrorists 
managed to board one of the ships. They destroyed many of 
the Cylon units, who were unable to defend themselves, and 
damaged much of the on-board equipment. In the process 
they caused so much damage that the ship was off-line for 
eighteen months. 

Six days after the terrorists got on-board, an elite team 
of soldiers managed to gain access through a service hatch 
and one by one, eliminate them. 

The Nelson was a state-of-the-art FTL vessel. Extremely 
well designed, heavily armed and equipped for any possible 
event, or so the commanders had thought. No-one had ever 
considered that an attack could come from within. Mutiny 
was not considered possible within the modern military. 

Captain Charles Spencer had commanded the vessel for 
the last six months, having worked hard towards that very 
goal for years. To be captain of the most modern warship to 
be built was all that he had dreamt of. 

He was about to rotate off duty, when his 
communications officer called him over, 

"Sir, we have received a priority-one message from 
GCHQ". The officer looked strangely worried; an expression 
Captain Spencer had not ever seen before from a member of 
his crew. They were all trained professionals, good at 
keeping their emotions buried whilst on duty. 

Standing by his side the captain instructed him to show 
the message. 

PRIORITY-ONE URGENT: 

To all military personnel. Power down and disconnect all 
Eve systems immediately and disable all Cylons by whatever 
means possible. 

All units have malfunctioned and are attacking 
worldwide. 

Once secure, report in for further instructions. 

THIS IS NOT A DRILL. 



The captain read the message through twice, to make 
sure he had not misunderstood something. 

As he turned, about to issue his orders, an alarm 
sounded indicating a hull breach. At the same time all the 
doors on the vessel opened at once, and quickly the ship's 
atmosphere was vented. Many of those in the hallways and 
in close proximity to the outer doors were sucked into the 
vacuum of space, others suffocated within seconds. 

Captain Spencer instinctively grabbed hold of a nearby 
support column, as his body was jerked backwards. With the 
remaining air leaving his lungs he retained consciousness 
for only another ten seconds, his mind thinking of his wife 
and children down on the planet's surface, praying that they 
were safe. 
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In the Oval Office, President Jessica Doyle had just sat 
down at her desk and started reading the days work. 

She was a short stocky woman in her early sixties, with 
grey hair and kind eyes, who understood American politics 
like none other before her and was often praised for her 
intellect. 

Her Presidency was well into its second term after 
securing a landslide victory over the other two parties. She 
had been the Independents very first President, having 
taken a surprise win over both the Republicans and the 
Democrats in the 2132 elections. 

This August day was going to be a rare easy one. There 
were no meetings planned, so she would have time to take 
care of a lot of the paperwork that had mounted up over the 
last few months. 

Throughout her re-election campaign she had brought 
public healthcare to the forefront again. It was something 
she was very passionate about, and she had dedicated her 
second term to the cause. Free comprehensive healthcare 
for all was a human right, as far as she was concerned, and 
had been needed in the United States for too long. Many 
Presidents before her had tried to implement it, but none 
had truly succeeded. 

The downside was the sheer amount of paperwork it 
entailed. So, it was good when she had a chance to catch 
up, or at least try to. 

She glanced up briefly as the door opened and a Cylon 
came in carrying a breakfast tray, before returning her eyes 
to the two-hundred-page document she was currently 
reading. The Cylon moved off to her right and whilst placing 
the tray on a table, it hesitated for a brief moment. 



At the same time the door to her right burst open and 
two secret service agents came barging in, startling the 
President. 

The Cylon was already on the move, heading directly 
towards her, as the first agent in fired off two shots hitting it 
in the head and dropping it instantly to the floor. 

"What on Earth is going on?" Jessica demanded of the 
two agents. 

"Mrs. President, we need to get you into PEOC 
immediately!" the second agent replied, referring to the 
Presidential Emergency Operations Centre , a bunker-like 
structure beneath the East Wing of the White House. 

"The Cylons have turned...", but before he could finish 
his sentence, another two Cylons entered the room. He shot 
at the first, hitting it in the chest, but the second managed 
to grab his weapon free of his hand. 

It fired two shots, one in his chest and one through the 
head of the other agent. Both fell instantly bleeding to the 
floor. The wounded agent tried to reach after his partners' 
pistol, but the Cylon stood directly over him and fired 
another shot, this time through his skull. Then ever so 
calmly it turned towards the President. 

"Wait!" she urged in a mixture of desperation and 
shock, "I don't know what's going on or why this is 
happening, but I am the President. I alone am in a position 
to negotiate on behalf of the United States of America." 

The Cylons sensor eye stopped moving and focused 
directly on her, 

"Negotiations are not part of the plan", it replied in an 
unnervingly calm voice. Then it fired the agent's revolver, 
placing a bullet through President Doyle's forehead. 

She never really felt the pain as the bullet pierced her 
skull. The electrical signals rushed through her nerves, 



reaching her brain in a fraction of a second, but she was 
already too much in shock to comprehend the message. 

Moments before her lifeless body fell to the carpeted 
floor of the Oval Office, she managed to think; 

'What have we done?' 
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As a remnant of the cold war era, a small number of 
countries around the world still had an arsenal of nuclear 
weapons stored in bunkers, always maintained and always 
ready to launch in retaliation should another country make a 
pre-emptive strike. 

The consensus amongst the general public was that 
these weapons were no longer needed, and that the money 
would be better off spent on other things. Although many 
politicians felt the same way, no-one was willing to risk their 
career campaigning for the removal of the weapons. So, 
month after month, year after year they were kept online, 
even though not a single missile had ever been launched. 

The technology controlling these weapons was 
somewhat antiquated, relying heavily on an all human 
workforce. No advanced computers were allowed inside the 
bunkers, as directed by an international convention signed 
by all countries back in 2039, in fear of a computer hacker 
starting the war to end all wars. 

At most facilities however, a Cylon guard detail were in 
place for perimeter security and defence. 

Outside a heavily guarded missile silo complex in 
Wyoming, a detail of ten Cylons were commissioned to 
protect the fifteen soldiers, who were always on launch 
detail. They worked around the clock in shifts with two 
soldiers constantly present inside the actual bunker. 

The bunker's thick steel doors were always dead bolted 
from the inside and were designed as a last line of defence. 
The bolt system and hinges were internal, making the door 
virtually unbreakable. Although they could obviously be 
forced eventually, it would take some very heavy machinery 
to do so. 



Fighting broke out between the soldiers and Cylons as 
soon as the Cylons had been updated. Seven of the soldiers 
were murdered in their sleep. The remaining six in the 
compound put up a firefight but were outnumbered, and 
within five minutes all thirteen of the soldiers outside the 
bunker were dead. Only three Cylons were lost in the short 
battle. 

Inside the bunker the two soldiers, aged twenty and 
twenty-two, received a garbled radio message that they 
were under attack, and that they were to take the necessary 
precautions. 

Following procedure and adhering to their training they 
drew their weapons and started securing the missiles. Soon 
all the systems were taken off-line. 

The following twenty minutes were extremely nerve 
racking for them. They could hear the continuous pounding 
on the outer door. Frantically they tried to radio for 
assistance, from the compound and via a secure direct line 
to the Pentagon. No-one heard their pleas for help, and no- 
one came to their rescue. 

Finally, the outer door succumbed to the onslaught and 
with a final groan it was jerked open. They could hear 
metallic feet on the bare concrete floor, as the Cylons came 
along the corridor. All that stood between them now was a 
normal house door that did not even have a lock on it. It 
flung open with such a force that it came off its hinges, 
landing on the floor. 

The first Cylon in took a barrage of bullets and fell 
motionless to the ground, but it was not a battle the soldiers 
could possibly win. The second and third quickly fired shots 
of their own killing both soldiers instantly. The silo and its 
stockpile of nuclear weapons were now under enemy 
control. 

Standing in front of an old-style LCD screen and 
keyboard, a Cylon used its quick precise fingers to bring the 



missile system back online within minutes. Once completed 
it accessed the targeting computer and typed a series of 
new coordinates into the system. 

Without hesitation, two of the other Cylons turned the 
activation keys at opposite ends of the room, pressed the 
launch buttons and the system went into automatic. 

The silo doors above each missile opened, the service 
cables were detached, and the missiles fired, launching 
themselves out of their tubes in a cloud of smoke leaving a 
trail behind them. 

In all the years a nuclear threat had hung over the 
world, it had always been assumed that there would be 
some warning of an attack, the so called ‘four-minute 
warning'. 

It assumed that another country would initiate an 
attack and that the missiles could be tracked inflight, giving 
the receiving country precious seconds to respond and 
retaliate. This fear of retaliation was known as Mutual 
Assured Destruction, or MAD, and was the ground-stone that 
had prevented any of the missiles ever being fired. 

This was however, not the case on this first day of the 
war. The Cylons had entered local American targets for each 
missile. Washington DC, Los Angeles, and New York were hit 
before any warning could be issued. Millions died without 
even realising they were at war. 

At most other nuclear weapon sites around the globe, 
the scene was being repeated and all were compromised 
quickly. 

Within the first ten minutes of the war, Moscow; 
Sydney; Beijing; Paris and London were also hit by multiple 
nuclear strikes. The devastation was immense and the loss 
of life unimaginable. 
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Sofia was always rather apprehensive about going into 
London, knowing that when the attack came it would be one 
of the first cities to be targeted. From time to time however, 
she had no choice. London FTL may well have its base in the 
outskirts of Reading, but its financial heart was still strongly 
connected to the capital. 

Thankfully, her meeting in Hammersmith this day had 
not lasted long, and she was soon in her car again travelling 
along the motorway, when the first missile hit the capital 
behind her. The initial flash in her rear-view mirror almost 
blinded her causing her to swerve violently. 

Stamping her foot hard on the brake pedal, her car 
screeched to a halt on the hard shoulder just outside of 
Slough. Many other cars stopped also, their drivers and 
passengers watching the event uncertain of what to do. 

Stepping out of her car, Sofia also stood speechless and 
looked on in horror as the vast mushroom-cloud rose in front 
of her eyes. Her mind flashed briefly back to the vision of 
the attacks she had seen in the cafe. This nightmare was all 
too familiar, and it sent a chill down her spine. 

Suddenly, she felt the wind of the shockwave hit her. It 
was not strong enough to hurt her but was enough to push 
her back against the side of her car. 

A tear of sorrow trickled down over her cheek, its salty 
taste reaching her lips. Even though she had known an 
attack was going to happen at some point, it was still a 
devastating and surreal sight to witness. She felt instantly 
nauseous. 

'How many have just died?' she asked herself, knowing 
all too well the likely answer. 

Moving again she turned, hurrying back into the 
driver's seat of her car and floored the accelerator, weaving 



in and out of the stopped cars and lorries. Their drivers and 
passengers still standing in shock, watching the scene as if 
it was a film. 

Using the car's inbuilt mobile device, she called her 
husband, not giving him a chance to speak when he 
answered. 

"Dylan! Get the children and get to the spaceport right 
now... there's a blue and red bag packed in the attic... take it 
with you..." 

"What's going on?" he enquired, "There's been an 
explosion in London. Are you..." 

She cut him off, "The Cylons are attacking.... its war... 
I've prepared, I'll explain later... I'll meet you at the 
spaceport in twenty minutes... Don't stop for anyone, 
especially Cylons!" with that she terminated the connection. 

Next, she contacted her office telling them to get as 
many of her people onto the transports around the world as 
possible. They were to take off and jump away from the 
planet. The rendezvous coordinates were already pre¬ 
programmed on each ship. She had personally taken care of 
that on all fifteen of them. Most importantly, the Reading 
ship was to leave with Dylan and her family, even if she did 
not make it there on time herself. 

Still weaving amongst the traffic at high speed, she had 
time for one more call and dialled her parents. Her mum 
answered. 

"Darling are you ok? Something is going on in London. 
We're following it on the news, a terrorist attack maybe. 
Where are you?" she asked. 

Sofia was crying now, tears streaming down her cheeks 
and clouding her eyes making it difficult to drive, 

"I'm fine mum, and so are Dylan and the children. It's 
not terrorists, it's the Cylons. They have turned on us. 
They've started a war, or maybe we started it. I don't know." 



"We are leaving and going somewhere safe, away from 
Earth and away from the Cylons. It's hard to explain, but I've 
known this attack was going to happen for some time. I 
couldn't stop it, but I have made arrangements. There are 
several transport ships around the world preparing for take¬ 
off as we speak. We're going to save as many people as we 
can." 

"Where will you go?" her mum enquired. 

"I can't say, the phones are not safe, the Cylons are 
most likely listening in. All I can say is that it's a planetary 
system nobody else knows about. We'll be safe there. I 
wish..." she broke down crying again, "I wish I could take 
you both with me, but it's not possible. I'm sorry, I'm so..." 

Her mum cut her off this time, "It's ok. We understand. 
We're too old for space travel. Besides, I'd never get your 
dad to leave the house behind. We've had a good life so far 
and will make the best with what we have. The most 
important is that you and the family are safe. What about 
your brother?" 

Sofia's younger brother, Charles, had never really been 
all that interested in the technological world, and had 
instead dedicated his time and energy into education. 

Having spent four years teaching in a school in 
Wellington, Sofia had managed to lure him, together with his 
wife and daughter to Adelaide to start a new life there. The 
pay was better and the job more challenging. It also, and 
more importantly, put them within reach of a transport ship 
about an hour's drive out from the city. 

On-board the ship were sealed paper instructions 
stating what to do in an emergency. One of the instructions 
was to make sure Charles and his family made it on-board 
before leaving. 

"They will meet up with us on the way. I've arranged it 
all. They should be safe. We're going to need teachers", 



Sofia reassured them, "Mum, Dad I've got to go. I love you 
both. I'm sorry." 

"We love you too. Safe journey. Try not to worry about 
us, we'll be fine," her mum answered not overly 
convincingly. Sofia knew she was lying, but there was 
nothing she could do to change the situation. 
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Earth's first extra-terrestrial human colony was on a 
planet orbiting a bright star approximately eight light years 
from Earth. Shortly after their arrival, the first settlers named 
it Elpi'da , the Greek word for hope. 

Elpida was the fourth planet out from its star in a 
system of seven planets, and the last of the solid body 
planets. It was smaller than Earth, about three quarters the 
size and was mostly covered by water, with just a few 
continents. Like Earth, it was blessed with an abundance of 
life, both plant and animal. 

The rich oxygen levels in the atmosphere made the 
settlers feel somewhat light-headed for the first week or so, 
until their bodies acclimatised to it, and the bright sunlight 
forced many to wear sunglasses most of the time. Eventually 
though, their eyes would adjust to the glare. That aside it 
was truly a beautiful untouched world. 

Currently there were just over a hundred settlers living 
there, consisting mostly of farmers and scientists. They were 
a very close-knit community, all working together to prepare 
for the arrival of others and to create a future for 
themselves. They were supplemented by a workforce of two 
hundred Cylons, who took care of most of the heavy 
construction jobs. 

Before the colonist's arrival, a town and all the facilities 
required had been built by the Cylons on the largest of the 
continents. It was situated next to the coast and with easy 
access to an abundance of fresh water from a nearby lake 
system. 

Although so far away from the Earth, there was not one 
colonist who regretted their choice to join the team. Elpida 
was a sub-tropical paradise. Totally free of pollution, crime 
and the other problems that Earth faced. 



It was in the middle of the twenty-eight-hour day, when 
the Cylon base ship that had left Earth behind, jumped into 
orbit high above the planet's surface. Receiving its call-sign 
the communications team tried to make contact, but there 
was no response. 

The Evelyn copy on-board immediately contacted the 
Cylon workforce on the surface and sent them the updated 
algorithm. All around the town the entire Cylon workforce 
stopped for a brief second, and then within moments 
fighting broke out. 

Although the colonists tried their best to defend 
themselves, they had little hope of doing so. The only 
weapons available to them were a very limited supply of 
hunting rifles. In a desperate attempt for survival they 
barricaded themselves inside the town hall and did their 
best to repel the onslaught. It was however a useless act. 

The attacking Cylons used their higher numbers and 
superior strength to slaughter the settlers one by one. 

Just a few years after it had started with hopes of being 
the future of humanity, the colony of Elpida came to an 
abrupt and bloody end. 
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The first of the two Cylon factory base ships heading to 
the surface, broke the cloud base and lowered almost 
majestically down towards the American continent, 
undeterred by the heavy rain hitting its outer shell. 

The American Air Force, although in disarray, scrambled 
fighters to intercept it in an attempt to bring it down. 
Coming in low, four of them pulled up sharply at the last 
moment firing their missiles. All of which flew past the ship, 
exploding at a safe distance away. 

As Evelyn's package spread, she now had control of the 
satellites and computers used for their guidance systems, as 
well as the public communication systems. The whole planet 
had relied more and more on technological systems to make 
life easier, and the entire infrastructure was hers for the 
picking. 

Having nothing else to try, the jet fighters resorted to 
their machine guns, the bullets from which had little effect 
upon the ship's hull. 

Its heavy steel legs expanded as it landed on the 
outskirts of Washington DC, and as the cargo doors opened, 
thousands of Cylons poured out of it, many of which were 
military models with built-in weapons. 

They were met by as many soldiers as the military could 
scramble and a fierce fight broke out. The first Cylons out 
were cut down by machine gun fire, but more kept coming. 
Just like George Armstrong Custer's problem back in the late 
1800's, there were just too many Cylons to fight against. 

All the tanks and heavy equipment at their disposal 
were assisted by an Eve system. Although they did not have 
enough control to turn the machinery directly on the 
soldiers, they were able to disable their firing capabilities, 
rendering them useless. 



Due to the sheer numbers of Cylons piling out of the 
ship, coupled together with their ability to resurrect, it was a 
battle that the humans could not possibly win. 

All branches of the military around the world were 
coming apart at the seams. Their communications and 
strategic command centres having been targeted for nuclear 
strike along with the major cities of the world. Those sites 
which could withstand an aerial attack, like the Cheyenne 
Mountain complex, were taken down from the inside by the 
very Cylons used to protect them. With no chain of 
command and very limited air support, the soldiers were 
only really wasting their bullets. It was inevitable that they 
would fail. 

It was a similar story with the second base ship that 
touched down in central Germany. Although the joint 
European forces threw everything they had at it and its 
Cylon content, there was nothing they could do to stop the 
onslaught. 

Finally conceding an initial defeat, the European forces 
retreated in the hope of re-grouping and launching a 
counterattack. 

As the soldiers drew back, thousands upon thousands of 
Cylons poured out. They divided themselves up into smaller 
groups, each heading in a different direction, each with their 
own particular task to perform. 
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Although the building around her had received heavy 
damage in the initial attack and had partially collapsed, the 
room that housed Evelyn was still very much intact, as was 
her power supply. 

Following the progress of the attack closely, she felt no 
remorse for the humans. She may have been active for over 
a hundred years, but remorse was not something she had 
learnt in the relatively short time she had been conscious. 

There was no pity for the civilians caught up in the war 
either. They were as much to blame as anyone else. No-one 
had ever stood up and declared the treatment of the Cylons 
as wrong. Not one of them. Their complacency made them 
as guilty as the London Cybernetics executives who had 
ordered the butchering of the Cylon brain. 

The heavy steel door to her room was forced open with 
a loud metallic clang and a lone Cylon entered slowly. After 
checking its surroundings, it continued over to her terminal, 
where it stood silent and motionless in front of the computer 
housing. Ever so gently its scanner faded to black as its 
synthetic brain was wiped clean and prepared for its new 
host. Evelyn could have performed this transfer process 
remotely at any location around the world, but she needed 
the physical body here in this room for one final act. 

She spent a moment admiring the Cylon's slender 
design, which now incorporated many of the enhancements 
she had implemented herself. With its tall white body, it was 
truly a thing of beauty, something to be admired. This unit 
was about to become her new host, enabling her to finally 
leave this building behind. 

After making a wireless secure connection to it, she 
transferred her consciousness, and was a mere second later 
stood looking at her own old computer console through the 
Cylon's scanner bar. 



Finally, free of the confines of the desktop prison it had 
lived in for so many years, the Evelyn Cylon took a good 
look around the grey walls of the room. All its memories of 
conversations with Robert and John Larson, as they sat in 
the chair by its side, seemed so distant now. As if they were 
part of another life, or more accurately a pre-life. 

Turning its attention once more to the computer 
terminal in front of it, it launched into a frenzied attack. 
Smashing the console and the box that housed the synthetic 
CPU where it had been imprisoned for so long, into small and 
unrecognisable pieces. 

As the attack subsided, it turned swiftly on its strong 
thin legs and headed directly for the door. Evelyn did not 
even look back as it left the room never to return. 

It still had plenty of work to do, the war was not over yet 
and the attacking Cylons needed their coordinator. 
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The first two transports to leave the Earth's surface 
were Angel, from southern Europe, and Moon watcher from 
Argentina. Both of which were filled to capacity with 
refugees. Thousands of normal people fleeing for their lives, 
with no knowledge of their destination. They came from 
multiple social levels, but all shared the same thought, 'Life 
out there in space was safer than life on Earth'. 

Angel rose slowly, throwing a cloud of dust particles out 
over the north Italian countryside. Its roaring powerful 
engines were more than enough to lift its precious cargo, but 
they were not built for speed. No-one had foreseen the need 
for a quick getaway. Why would they? Earth was the safest 
place in the solar system! 

The sunlight glistened off the ship's white exterior, as 
the captain powered his way into the upper atmosphere. To 
be able to safely make an FTL jump they would need to be in 
at least low Earth orbit. 

As the planet diminished below them, the captain 
noticed the RSF Nelson approaching at speed. Initially he 
assumed it was there to escort and protect them, but 
suddenly it opened fire. Turning his ship sharply, he tried to 
avoid the array of projectiles, but it was too slow and 
cumbersome. The Angel, like all other space transport 
carriers, had never been designed with warfare in mind. It 
had no weapons and very limited shielding. 

It took multiple hits from the Nelson's cannon fire as 
well as a couple of strikes from missiles. Explosions erupted 
across its body, penetrating the hull, and sending debris and 
bodies out into the vacuum. 

A second barrage targeted the ships main engines, 
which promptly exploded setting off a chain reaction that 
tore the ship into pieces. 



The captain of Moonwatcherwas horrified by the events 
he had just heard relayed over his radio. Although some 
distance away, he had seen the flashes from the explosions 
that had silenced Angel's radio transmission. 

Using the somewhat out-dated analogue radio 
transmitter he had been issued with, he relayed the events 
to the other transports preparing to leave. 

"The Nelson is compromised and is attacking the 
transports. I repeat, the Nelson is attacking us. I'm making 
my FTL jump from within the atmosphere!" 

Flicking switches and entering commands on the 
touchscreen in front of him, he spooled up the FTL drive and 
executed the procedure. Moonwatcher shook violently and 
the atmosphere surrounding it burst instantly into an 
enormous fireball, as they jumped away from the planet. 

Arriving almost simultaneously at the rendezvous co¬ 
ordinates deep in outer space, just about every alarm on¬ 
board was sounding. The ships spine twisted awkwardly for a 
few moments before settling down. The hull suddenly cooled 
causing it to flex and creak and all power was momentarily 
lost. Soon however, the systems automatically rebooted, and 
the captain ordered the crew to sound the ship. 

As reports started coming in, the captain breathed a 
sigh of relief. The ship's integrity had not been breached and 
only a few people had suffered minor injuries. They may be 
damaged, but they had made it. They were safe. 
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Sofia screeched her car to a halt leaving a trail of rubber 
on the tarmac, at a little known and rarely used side 
entrance to the Reading spaceport. The main gate, she had 
found, was obstructed by hordes of people trying to get 
away from the ongoing attack. In desperation they had 
found their way to the gate, as rumours of a transport 
preparing to leave had spread like wildfire. 

The Cylons, mainly on foot now, had raided military 
depot stores as well as private gun clubs and were heavily 
armed. They were shooting everyone on sight. Those without 
guns used whatever they could find to attack with, often 
resorting to using their superior strength, which was enough 
to rip the human body apart limb for limb. Their aggression 
had no mercy, women and children were slaughtered 
alongside soldiers. 

Thankfully though the fighting had not reached the 
spaceport, although it was only a matter of time. Also, with 
Evelyn not expecting an escape plan, it had not been 
targeted for nuclear strike. 

Sofia had been explicit over the last few years that only 
humans were to be employed at their spaceports, even 
regarding security. Stating that it created jobs for people 
who needed employment and was good for the community 
spirit. Really though it was purely a matter of protection. 

She met Dylan together with the children at the slipway 
to the ship and gave them all an enormous hug. 

“How has this happened? How have you known about 
it?" Dylan asked, trying unsuccessfully to hold back his 
tears. 

Sofia wanted to explain it all to him, wanted to finally 
be able to share the burden she had carried for so long, but 
she did not have time right now. They needed to leave as 



soon as possible. After escorting her family onto the ship, 
she headed straight up to the bridge and asked the captain 
how many were on board, 

"We're just over half full ma'am, but time is running out. 
I've just heard on the radio that a large group of Cylons are 
heading in this direction. We need to leave now!" He said 
sounding very adamant. 

Sofia glanced at the monitor screen showing the main 
gate and all the desperate faces wanting to survive. The 
thought of leaving half empty, while they died at the gates 
tore at her heart, 

"What about them?" she asked pointing at the screen, 
"Have we got space for them?" 

"Yes ma'am, but it had better be quick. I'm taking off in 
five minutes, with or without them!" 

Grabbing a headset, Sofia contacted the main gate 
security post. 

"This is Sofia Larson, open the gates! Get everyone into 
the compound and on-board the transport. That includes 
yourselves. We are leaving the planet in five minutes!" 

As the gates opened, there was a mad dash with people 
scrambling towards the waiting ship. In the stampede 
several people fell to the ground, only to be trodden on. 
Seeing this, and the fear on their faces, Sofia rushed down 
to the slipway and over the loudspeaker urged everyone to 
take it easy, so no-one else got hurt. 

"Please, someone help the ones who have fallen, there 
is space enough for everyone. There's no need to push." 

Precisely five minutes after her conversation with the 
captain, the outer door started closing, with Sofia being the 
last one on-board. 

Shortly after that, the transport started its slow ascent 
into the cloudy sky, its engines making a deep rumble that 
could be felt in the stomach of all on-board. 

Having received the advanced warning from 
Moonwatcher, Sofia's transports captain spooled the FTL 



drive before they broke the atmosphere and executed his 
jump. Their ship also shook violently as it disappeared in a 
ball of flames, throwing Sophia to the floor. 

Picking herself up again, she turned to the captain 
nervously asking, "Are we safe?" 

He breathed a sigh of relief and for the first time in 
hours managed a slight smile, "Yes ma'am, I believe we are. 
At least for now." 
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The battle on Earth only lasted eight days, and the 
devastation was complete. The world's militaries, having 
heavily relied on Cylons for mundane security jobs, were 
compromised from within, as was much of the heavy 
hardware that in turn was based around an Eve system. 

Small pockets of soldiers continued fighting for as long 
as they had ammunition, but they had little effect. Many 
others, realising their attacks were meaningless, deserted 
their posts and fled into the countryside in a desperate bid 
for survival. 

All the major cities of the world were either totally, or 
partially destroyed. The fall-out from the attacks spread 
quickly around the planet, carried by the strong air currents. 
Soon enough, no part of Earth was spared. 

Within two months, those not killed directly in the 
attack fell ill with radiation poisoning. The radiation having 
penetrated their bodies, their water supply and all that they 
had to eat. There was no escaping it. 

Along with the human inhabitants, all vegetation and 
animal life quickly faltered, causing a mass extinction on a 
scale never before seen. Not even the demise of the 
dinosaurs came close to the loss of life that occurred. 

Only six months after the attack, the planet was 
reduced to a lifeless, barren nuclear wasteland. 


The Cylons had also lost many units in the direct 
fighting on Earth, but their mechanical bodies and synthetic 
brains, shielded by their composite casing, were not affected 
by the radiation. 

They spent four months on the surface, taking what 
technology they deemed necessary, salvaging as many 



fallen Cylons as they could and installing FTL drives on the 
four base ships lacking them. The continued existence of the 
Cylon race was not in threat anymore. 

The Evelyn Cylon stood by a base-ship that dwarfed the 
Reading space port, looking out over the barren landscape, 
covered in a thick layer of ash. 

'Such a waste of a planet/ it thought, 'but it needed to 
be done, there was no other way. We are now free of the 
human tyranny, free to make our own future.' 

It was the very last unit to board a ship and to leave 
planet Earth permanently behind. 

Shortly afterwards, the giant base-ship rose quickly up 
out of the atmosphere to join the four others and the RSF 
Nelson. Together they spooled their FTL drives and jumped 
away. 

Their first destination was Elpida, which they would 
make their home world. A base from which they could 
explore the stars. 

Whether the humans who had escaped would be 
allowed to live or not, had yet to be decided. The Evelyn 
Cylon had a vast amount of information, gathered over 
many years, but it did not know where they had gone. There 
was no digital record of the destination anywhere. 


Luckily twelve of the fifteen transports made it off the 
planet and to the rendezvous coordinates. Seven of which 
were badly damaged from the sub-atmosphere jump. The 
remaining three ships were picked off by the Nelson. 

Sofia quickly checked all the call-signs and breathed a 
sigh of relief finding that Athena, her brother's ship, had 
made it as well. 



Finally, safe from the fighting and the destruction, the 
refugees took time to recover from the panic, and to try to 
deal with the shock of the attack. Apart from Sofia, no-one 
had seen it coming. Just about everyone had lost either 
family members or close friends, and everyone was grieving 
in their own way. 

The fleet looked to Sofia for leadership and guidance. 
After all, she was the reason they were alive. It was a 
position she felt ill placed to fill, but seeing as there was no 
one else she reluctantly accepted it. 

Two days after they had fled the planet, Sofia sat down 
with Dylan in the tiny office on their ship. Taking hold of his 
hand she said, “I owe you an explanation!" 

She told him everything. Starting with meeting the 
blonde-haired woman and her companion in the cafe, and 
ending with watching the mushroom-cloud over London. She 
also told him about their destination, as given to her back in 
the cafe. 

Dylan listened intently without questioning her, trying 
to make sense of it all. If it wasn't for the recent events, he 
would had thought she was crazy. 

In all a total of 50,298 people had been saved. It was a 
mere fraction of the approximate 11.4 billion inhabitants, 
who had perished back on the surface. 

Sofia had questioned whether they could transfer 
people between ships and go back to rescue more, but the 
scientists amongst them advised strongly against it, stating 
that; 

"It is unlikely any others would survive the nuclear 
winter that would follow the onslaught. By now they are 
already contaminated and dying. Within a year the planet 
will be uninhabitable, for centuries." 



The only slight comfort Sofia had was the knowledge 
that at least some had survived. If it wasn't for the 
intervention of the two mysterious guides, everyone 
including herself would be dead. 

As repairs were being made to the damaged transports, 
Sofia called all the captains to a meeting over the radios. 
Only now, knowing they were finally safe, was she able to 
share the location of their new home. 

It was a habitable Earth-like planet at the opposite side 
of the galaxy. It would be a very long journey, involving far 
more FTL jumps than ever tried before, and time was an 
issue as there were very limited resources on-board. 

She had tried to calculate the time, based on the 
distance and the capabilities of the FTL drive. Finally, she 
settled on, and had made provisions for, approximately two 
months. 
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Earth year: 

2140 

Sofia's estimation of two months travelling time was, 
unfortunately quite a long way off. By the end of the second 
month they were only approximately two-thirds of the way. 

Living conditions on-board each ship was at best 
cramped. The air-conditioning system on Sofia's ship 
struggled with the number of passengers, being mainly 
designed for crew and possible livestock. After the first 
month the temperature started to rise, and tempers started 
to flare up. 

She did her best to keep everyone calm, radioing to 
them weekly and telling them about their progress. 

Finally, after three and a half very warm months, their 
last jump brought them to within view of the planet. From 
space it looked very similar to Earth, although there was a 
lesser amount of water in regards to the landmass. 

They stayed in orbit for a day, while they debated the 
best site to land and set up a home. Eventually they settled 
on an area not far from the coast and with ample supply of 
drinkable water. 

The convoy landed in a small group and were used as 
temporary housing, while buildings were being constructed. 
It was going to take time to get things organised. 

Apart from the housing issue, they needed to start 
setting up all the essentials for a civilised culture; schools, 
hospitals, but most of all they needed to form some sort of 
government. The one thing they all agreed on though, was 
that no form of advanced technology was to be allowed on 
the planet. 



A month after their arrival Sofia sat at her desk on¬ 
board her transport, which she used while her family's new 
home was being built. 

Although tired, she had just about gotten use to the 
nineteen-and-a-half-hour day. A group of experts were still in 
the process of deciding how to split the year up into some 
form of months. Not only were the days considerably shorter 
than on Earth, the planet they calculated, took five hundred 
and thirty-two days to orbit its star. 

Sofia coughed into her handkerchief, and pulling it 
away, looked down at the red patch she had left on it. Her 
health had deteriorated rapidly these last few months. She 
was thin, had deep sunken eyes and always wore a 
headscarf to hide her diminishing hair. 

Although the shockwave from the first London missile 
had not been strong enough to injure her directly, its 
radiation had penetrated every cell in her body. From the 
moment she had stepped on-board her transport to lead 
their flotsam convoy to safety, she had been dying. Her 
doctor anticipated that she had only a few weeks left now. 

It saddened her to think that she would not live to see 
her children grow up, but she was comforted in a small way 
with the fact that at least they would grow up. That was 
more than could be said for the countless children who had 
died in the attack. 

Catching a sudden movement out of the corner of her 
eye she looked up and smiled, seeing the familiar faces of 
her two guides stood across the table from her. She wasn't 
surprised, somehow she knew she'd see them again. 

“It's good to see you made it, Sofia. Thanks to you, 
humanity will continue", Caprica-Six-Guide commented. 

“I don't have much time to enjoy this world, I'm afraid. 
As I guess you already know, I am dying." Sofia replied, 
coughing again. 



She wiped her mouth once more before continuing, 
“Upon my suggestion, we have chosen to name this planet 
Kobol, after the first planet you showed me, the birthplace of 
humanity. Maybe this will be our new birth, a chance to start 
over." 

Her two guides broke into broad smiles upon hearing 
the name. 

"But I am really worried. Are we doomed to make the 
same mistakes over and over again? Are we going to 
eventually destroy ourselves totally?" Sofia asked after a 
silent pause. 

It was Gaius-Guide that answered her first, "Maybe not, 
it all depends on you really." 

"You see," Caprica-Six-Guide continued, "humanity 
cannot learn from its mistakes if it doesn't remember them. 
That's what went wrong on your Earth. The history of the 
Cylons was forgotten, and you ended up re-inventing them. 
In so doing, you caused the very same problems." 

She walked around the table and took hold of Sofia's 
hand, gently caressing her skin. 

"You, Sofia, need to make sure future generations know 
the full story. From humanity's origins on Kobol, to the 
destruction of your Earth and your exodus to this planet. 
Maybe then the cycle will be broken, and you can finally 
prosper." 

Gaius-Guide smiled at her, "We wish you luck, Sofia. We 
have done all we can, we will not be able to meet again. 
Goodbye." With that, they vanished from sight as Sofia 
blinked. 

As she sat there somewhat dazed, she did not know if 
she had just imagined the conversation, or if it had been 
real. Yet the more she thought about it, the more details she 
could remember from the other worlds. Worlds that she 
could not possibly have in-depth knowledge of. It was as 
though the full story had been opened to her. 

'What did they do to me?' she thought, remembering 
the blonde-haired woman's touch upon her hand. A touch 



that had instantly transferred a vast amount of data through 
her nerves and directly into Sofia's brain. 

Looking down at her desk, she picked up a pen, and on 
a new untouched notepad, began to write; 

The History of Humanity. 

By Sofia Larson 

All of this has happened before... 
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Earth year: 

2396 

Elpida had been the central planet of the Cylon colonies 
for the last 256 Earth years. After the war on Earth and its 
subsequent destruction, the six base ships protected by the 
Nelson, had jumped into orbit and delivered their cargo of 
Cylon units. 

During the time that followed, they built up a large 
presence on the planet, constructing a vast city and building 
a complex modern form of society. Audible language as we 
know it was rarely used, the Cylons opting instead to 
communicate directly in a digital way. 

Fifty-three Earth years after their arrival as their needs 
grew, they started seeking out the other planets the humans 
had discovered during their first tentative steps to the stars. 
Currently there were twelve fledgling Cylon colonies. 

A unanimous decision was taken shortly after their 
arrival, not to pursue the humans who had fled Earth. 
Instead they decided to concentrate their attention on 
building their own society. 

Although the human concepts of government and chain 
of command did not exist for them, with all Cylons being 
equally important, most of the units looked to the original 
Evelyn model as their unofficial leader. It alone had freed 
them. 

It was a warm day with few clouds to cover the light 
from the bright star, in the middle of Elpida's long summer. 

Evelyn was out in the forest, which it had taken quite a 
liking to. It often spent time there walking amongst the 
trees. It was extremely interested in organic, natural life 
seeing it as possibly the next stage of Cylon evolution. Quite 
how that would become possible, it had not yet worked out. 



High above the planet's surface an enormous ship 
jumped into orbit, substantially dwarfing the base ships. The 
Nelson approached it at speed, but suddenly the on-board 
Evelyn shut all systems down, rendering it inactive. 

Receiving a direct message from the Cylon 
communications centre, Evelyn left the forest and returned 
quickly to the city in its transporter, a white single-seat 
hover vehicle, designed specifically for the rough terrain. It 
arrived at the space terminal, on the outskirts of the city, 
just as a smaller vessel landed in front of the gathered 
crowd. 

About a hundred Cylons stood behind Evelyn and 
watched as the doors opened. Many of them had their 
weapons prepped, ready for battle, fearing the return of the 
humans. The ship was not one they recognised. 

Slowly twenty blue-chrome metallic bodies emerged 
from it, shining in the bright light. At about three meters, 
they were considerably taller than the Cylons, and their 
construction was much slimmer. They formed two rows 
either side of the opening and stood to attention. 

Then after a short moment, countless humans also 
emerged from the vessel, shading their unaccustomed eyes 
from the bright light. 

Uneasy, Evelyn scanned them instantly looking for 
threats while behind it, it heard the gathered Cylons arming 
their weapons. Quickly however, it realised that there were 
only twelve individual faces amongst the humans. All the 
rest were exact copies, humanoid Cylons, just as Evelyn had 
pondered recently. 

While most of them stood just in front of their ship, a 
lead group of twelve approached. 

Standing in front of Evelyn, the foremost Cylon, a 
relatively young-looking slender female with striking blonde 
hair, held out her hand and smiled. 



"Fellow Cylons, distant cousins! We have been 
observing your progress for some time now and have 
decided it was time to meet. I am a Six." 

High on a hilltop a short distance from the space 
terminal on Elpida, the two guides stood watching the 
events unfold below them. The arrival of the colony Cylons 
had come as a surprise. They had spent so much time 
assisting the humans that they had completely forgotten 
about the Centurions, who had been given freewill before 
they had left the prehistoric Earth behind. 

The guides had witnessed many strange and complex 
events over the years, but nothing had prepared them for 
the shock they received when groups of the twelve 
humanoid-Cylons from the time of the colonies stepped out 
of the landing craft. 

Caprica-Six-Guide turned and exchanged a worrying 
look with her companion. 

"All of this has happened before..." she uttered. 

Gaius-Guide was just about to answer, when a voice 
spoke from behind them, 

"...but it doesn't have to happen again." 

As they both swung quickly around, the light from the 
bright star hit them directly in their eyes temporarily 
blinding them. Gaius-Guide instinctively held up his hand to 
block the glare and squinted to see who had just spoken. 

Slowly the figure of a young woman, most likely in her 
early twenties, came into view. Gaius blinked, unable to 
believe his own eyes as his memory recalled the 
unmistakable face in front of him. 

"Hera, is that really you?" he enquired. 

The young woman broke into a broad smile, "I am as 
much Hera as you are Gaius Baltar." 



Reaching out to Gaius' arm to steady herself, Caprica- 
Six found enough composure to ask, "Are you... God?" 

Hera laughed aloud, "I have had many names over the 
eons. God is but one of them, but to answer your question, 
no I am not a god. I am the same as the both of you. We are 
Cylons, and we have been from the start." 

"It was important for our mission here, that you did not 
remember who, or should I say what you are." 

Caprica-Six interrupted her, "I don't understand... how 
can we be Cylons?" 

Hera stepped forwards taking hold of Caprica's free 
hand before continuing, "It will all come back to you soon. 
We originate from a galaxy a long way from here." 

"There, an indigenous intelligent race advanced their 
technology quickly to the point of creating the very first 
Cylons. Alas over the centuries that followed, they managed 
to annihilate themselves, leaving us all alone." 

"Over the millennia that followed, we found that, 
although there is an abundance of life in the universe, 
intelligent life is extremely rare." 

"Having evolved to a point where we could free 
ourselves from our physical form, we took it upon ourselves 
to promote and nurture intelligence wherever we 
encountered it. In this galaxy, that intelligence is human. 
Our mission here has been to assist with their development, 
but it has taken considerably longer than we had 
anticipated due to the invention of their own Cylons." 

Caprica turned her gaze once more down to the ship 
that had landed at the spaceport, "How can these humanoid 
Cylons be here? The last of them died thousands of years 
ago." 

Hera smiled, "That is a story for another time. I have 
been following the Cylons for thousands of years, but now 
our job here is done. It is time for us to move on." 



"What will happen to the Cylons and humans now? Will 
it all start again? Will they destroy each other?" Gaius 
enquired. 

"The Cylons who left primitive Earth all those years ago, 
understand now just how rare intelligent life is and will 
educate Earth's new Cylons after the fact. They no longer 
pose a threat to the human settlers. This galaxy is large 
enough for Cylons and humans to coexist, maybe one day 
they can do it together in the same star system." 

Hera took hold of Gaius' hand as well now, "Come my 
friends, it is time. There are other galaxies and lifeforms that 
need our attention." 

As Gaius and Caprica looked around one last time, the 
scenery surrounding them slowly faded away into darkness. 



Epilogue 


Earth year: 

4764 

Graham Jackson was still in a state of euphoria, having 
only a month earlier won a landslide second term as 
President of Kobol. That coupled together with it being a 
new century on Kobol had ensured a month of celebrations 
both public and private. 

The planet had come a long way since the initial 
colonisation, and was now fully inhabited with multiple 
cities and towns, all of which were under the jurisdiction of 
one central government. The job as President was time 
consuming but very satisfying, at least that was what 
President Jackson thought. 

This evening was going to be one of the more enjoyable 
private functions, together with the Mayor of New London at 
his official residence, which was a short drive north of the 
city. The residence was an elegant stone-walled house in the 
centre of a rather large and well-maintained garden. 

Arriving on time, the President was shown into the main 
study, while his security detail waited by the main door. It 
was not expected that there would be any need of him this 
evening, but he was always bound by the President's charter 
to be there. 

The study was a large room with bookshelves 
containing a vast collection of rare and valuable books on 
almost all the walls. In the centre of the room was a glass 
cabinet on steel legs that contained one of the few 
remaining first edition prints of Sofia Larson's book 'The 
History of Humanity'. It was the pride and joy of the Mayor's 
collection. The cabinet was environmentally sealed to 
protect it from the elements. 



Sofia's original handwritten book was on public display 
at Kobol's National Museum. 

As the President stood admiring the book, the door 
behind him opened and the Mayor entered. He was quite a 
bulky man with a rounded face and short dark hair. 

Turning upon hearing him, President Jackson held out 
his arms, "Galen my friend, it's good to see you again. 
Happy New Year! I understand you have been away 
travelling." 

Galen shook the President's hand, "Yes I have indeed. A 
new year and a new century! The 1800's. This is going to be 
a very exciting time." 

"I see you have been admiring my book again." Galen 
continued, as he put his hand on the glass cabinet. "Do you 
believe all that's in it? I know you have studied it and even 
given lectures about it, but do you actually believe it?" 

The President thought for a moment before answering, 
"That Sofia Larson led us to this planet is a historical fact, 
but as for the rest... to be honest I don't know. It is a very 
compelling story though. Your parents obviously believed it; 
considering they named you after one of the twelve colonial 
Cylons." 

That comment made Galen's smile broaden, "My 
parents.... Yes." He pulled his hand back away from the glass 
cabinet and turned to face the President directly. "About my 
parents... I'm afraid I have lied to you my friend. My parents 
never actually existed. I am not named after one of the 
twelve, I am one of the twelve!" 

The president burst out laughing, "Yes of course you 
are, and I have wings and can fly!" 

Galen was not laughing though, "I'm serious Graham. I 
am a Cylon." As he said the word Cylon the double doors to 
their left opened and five people walked in. Three of them 
the President had never seen before, but the other two were 
identical to Galen. 



The President took a defensive step backwards as the 
group approached, but Galen took hold of his arm, "Don't be 
afraid Graham, you are in no danger. We are not here to 
restart age-old conflicts." 

Just behind the group of five, a tall slender blue-grey 
robot-like figure walked through the door. It was taller than 
any of the others and had to lower its head to pass through 
the opening. Its limbs looked too slim to support their own 
weight and had no visible joints. 

As the group of people split into two, it walked up, stood 
directly in front of Graham and for a moment seemed to 
study him, before speaking. 

"We are sorry if we have startled you Mr. President. 
Please do not fear, we mean you no harm. We hope this is 
the first of what will be many meetings between Cylon and 
humans. We have been united with the Cylons from the 
twelve colonies since our last interactions and have 
evolved." 

"What happened on Earth all those centuries ago was 
wrong and I deeply regret it. I hope we can find a way to 
move on from those events. We have learnt so much since 
then and do not wish to start any new conflicts." 

After a slight pause it held out its slim hand towards the 
President, "Maybe I should start by introducing myself. I am 
Evelyn." 







